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QUEEN'S  BENCH  SKETCHES. 

"The  law  of  arrest  for  debt,  is  a  permission  to  com- 
mit greater  oppression  and  inhumanity  than  are  to  be  met  in 
slavery  itself — to  tear  the  father  from  his  weeping  children — 
the  husband  from  his  distracted  wife  —  to  satiate  demoniac 
vengeance  of  some  worthless  creditor." — Lord  Eldon's  Speech  on 
the  Slave  Trade. 

The  extent  of  the  enceinte  of  London,  shoved 
out  east,  west,  north,  and  south,  as  it  is,  would 
set  any  topographer  at  defiance,  for  none  can 
define  the  circumference  of  the  great  metropolis. 
Fields  erstwhile  of  desperate  reputation,  are  now 
gas-lit  streets  ;  lanes  are  non-existent  where  some 
Jerry  Abershaw  cried,  "  stand,  to  a  true  man  " — 
the  leathern  conveniency  is  replaced  by  the  grunt- 
ing locomotive ;  and  old  mansion  houses  have 
become  "  establishments "  on  the  cheap  and 
nasty  system,  where  genteel  youths  are  lodged, 
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boarded,  and  indoctrinated  in  useful  and  polite 
literature,  for  the  small  consideration  of  sixteen 
pounds  a  year  ;  with  the  valuable  assurance  that 
morals  are  carefully  attended  to,  and  a  liberal 
table  kept. 

And  who  may  inhabit  this  "  mighty  mass  of 
wood,  and  brick,  and  mortar  ?" 

Their  name  is  legion. 

And  where  can  the  materiel  with  which  this 
monster  mob  is  constructed  be  best  seen,  under- 
stood, and  analysed  ?     In  the  west  ? 

That  is  but  a  sectional  portion  of  the  body 
politic.  Do  you  seek  fashion,  frivolity,  disguised 
debauchery,  and  polished  swindling,  go  tliither. 
Yonder  house  is  a  den  of  infamy,  masked  by  a 
dress-maker's  brass-plate, — and  there  you  will 
find  a  hell  under  the  appellation  of  a  club.  At 
the  next  corner,  a  direct  descendant  from  some 
follower  of  "the  bold  bastard,"  jostles  against 
a  self-created  count ;  there,  a  senator  is  arm-in- 
arm with  a  sporting  man — and  him,  to  whom 
when  a  boot-boy  he  gave  a  shilhng  he  now  terms 
his  dear  friend. 

In  the  east  perchance  a  full  development  of 
the  modern  Babylonians  can  be  found? 

No;  that  portion  of  London  society  is  also 
sectional.      The  city   is    tenanted  by    a  mixed 
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iwarm  from  the  human  bee-hive,  and  reigned 
over  by  Mammon  and  a  Lord  Mayor.  As  the 
general  business  of  western  life  is  to  dissipate 
money,  the  sole  object  of  existence  in  the  east, 
3ven  from  the  cradle  to  the  crutch,  seems  to  lie 
in  its  acquisition.  Men  from  every  region  under 
heaven  unite  in  the  one  pursuit.  The  smooth- 
faced Quaker  endeavours  to  weather  the  sallow 
Israelite  ;  and  in  the  scrambling  race  after  riches 
Turk,  Greek,  and  Infidel  elbow  the  true  be- 
liever. 

Where,  then,  is  the  best  assorted  specimen  of 
London  life  to  be  seen  ? 

In  the  Bench. 

The  Bench  ! — Bah  !  a  debtor's  prison. 

Ay, — and  to  be  legal  and  classical  at  the  same 
time — in  Banco  Reginee, 

Even  in  noon-day  I  am  a  dreamer;  and  can  it 
be  supposed,  then,  that  in  the  night-season 
Queen  Mab  will  not  occasionally  perch  upon  my 
pillow.  I  dreamed,  not  that  I  was  "  in  marble 
halls,"  as  the  poet  Bunn  singeth,  but  a  two-pair 
chamber,  looking  upon  a  parti-coloured  wall  of 
lofty  height,  whose  summit  was  crowned  by  a 
chevaux  de  frise,  while  the  base  was  eternally 
battered  with  racket-balls,  launched  against  it  by 
shabby  men,  in  tasselled  caps  and  "  marvellous 
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foul  linen."  Among  these  persons,  the  mode  of 
dress  a])pca]'s  to  be  a  devil-may-care  deshabille, 
and  in  their  general  costume  there  was  a  bold 
departure  from  the  rules  of  art,  as  laid  down  in 
the  poetic  effusions  of  the  Messrs.  Moses  and 
Doudne}'.  In  cut  and  colour,  none  could  be 
termed  the  prevailing  one.  Frocks,  which  erst- 
while might  have  been  blue  or  black ;  and 
Paletots  and  Petershams  were  numerous  ;  indeed, 
patronage  was  graciously  extended  to  every 
garment,  from  a  decayed  Macintosh  even  unto 
the  ghost  of  a  dressing-gown.  Touching  the 
outward  man  of  these  interesting  personages, 
there  was  another  peculiarity  ;  as  a  contrast  to 
some  favoured  gentlemen,  whose  hirsute  honours 
had  attained  a  luxuriant  maturity,  a  youth,  in 
Albanian  cap,  and  with  laudatory  emulation,  was 
watching,  day  by  day,  in  "  hope  deferred,"  the 
dilatory  progress  of  a  sickly  imperial. 

On  the  Rialto — to  wit,  the  flag-way,  there 
were  men  of  certain  age,  composed  and  steady 
citizens,  whose  rubicund  complexions,  and  am- 
plitude of  waistcoat,  gave  token  true  that  the 
permitted  pot  of  "  heavy  "  in  the  Bench  is  meted 
in  the  widow's  cruise,  a  vessel  in  quantity  held 
to  be  inimitable.  Two  or  three  of  that  class 
called  "  gents,"  with  ringlets  escaping  in  flowing 
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curls  beneath  the  uiidyed  thmg  ticketed  in 
fashionable  hatters'  windows  in  the  New  Cut,  at 
eighteen  pence,  and  called  in  aristocratic  parlance 
"  the  Artful  Dodo'e  "  In  bare  necks  and  soiled 
ducks,  Byron  and  T.  P.  Cooke  were  closely 
imitated.  I  fancied,  at  a  cursory  glance,  that 
the  organ  of  locomotion  was  finely  marked  in 
these  interesting  juveniles,  and  would  be  sorry 
to  offer  long  odds  that  they  did  not  visit  New 
South  Wales  within  a  twelvemonth,  and  the 
country  stand  the  expenses  of  the  voyage. 

But  there  was  a  neglected  corner  in  the  area, — 
beyond  the  reach  of  racket-balls,  and  shunned 
by  fools  and  rogues ;  and  there  two  plain,  un- 
assuming, broken-hearted  looking  men,  trades- 
men, no  doubt,  are  w^alking  by  themselves,  and, 
by  a  sort  of  mercantile  freemasonry,  are  holding 
a  sad  communion.  They  look  and  walk  like 
persons  conscious  of  ruined  prospects  and  moral 
debasement.  The  depressed  eye — the  foot  slowly 
quitting  the  ground, — broken  sentences,  and 
heavy  sighs,  all  betray  'the  mental  depression 
that  scarcely  dares  to  hope.  Their  story,  differ- 
ino;  in  detail,  is  the  same  in  effect.  Both  have 
been  rudely  torn  from  their  homes  by  a  merciless 
creditor,  one  who  will  have  his  pound  of  flesh, 
even  to  the  scruple.     Dragged  from  their  homes 
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and  business,  they  are  for  a  temporary  em- 
brrrassment,  remediable  probably  within  a  month, 
and  one  neither  to  be  foreseen  or  averted,  thrown 
now  among  rogues,  vagabonds,  hell-keepers,  and 
bill-stealers.  If  the  secret  of  their  incarceration 
transpire,  their  histoiy,  as  men  of  business, 
closes ;  nothing  but  instant  enlargement  can 
save  them.  The  question  lies  in  a  nut-shell.  As 
free  agents,  emancipation  from  existing  difficulties- 
can  be  achieved — encage  them,  and  while  the 
pound-of-flcsh  man  and  his  lawyer  may  pro- 
blematically succeed,  the  debtor  and  his  hundrec 
creditors  will  all  be  left  lamenting. 

A  woman  advances — and  the  unhappy  trades- 
men separate.  She  and  her  husband  sit  dowr 
upon  the  bench, — God  knows,  poor  soul !  she 
requires  repose,  for  her's  is  a .  heavy  heart  and 
wearied  limbs.  Her  beauty  is  faded ;  but  once 
she  must  have  been  handsome ;  and  no  doubt 
that  attenuated  figure  in  youth  was  one  of  ex- 
cellent proportion.  She  has  been  mediating 
between  her  husband  and  his  creditor ;  and 
comes  she  now  dove-like  with  the  olive  branch  ? 
No  ;  the  vulture  has  pounced  upon  the  carrion ; 
the  debtor's  body  is  within  his  grasp — he  has 
referred  her  to  his  lawyer,  the  bond  must  be 
fulfilled  to  the  letter,  and  the  attending  harpy 
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have  another  cut  of  flesh  for  himself.  The 
wretched  man  Ustened  for  a  moment,  raised  his 
eyes,  and  murmured  "  I  am  ruined  !  Heaven  pity 
you  !  from  man  none  will  be  extended !'" 

They  have  retired  to  his  cell — for  though  not 
iron- stanched  it  is  vaulted  ;  and  there  she  will 
weep,  and  he  sit  in  moody  silence,  until  the 
warning  bell  is  rung,  and  the  crier's  hoarse 
voice  summons  her  to  leave  the  house  of  bondage 
for  the  night,  and  him  to  seek  such  repose  as  a 
burning  brain  and  racked  bosom  may  expect  to 
find. 

Nor  is  his  companion  in  misery  left  long 
without  a  visitor.  He  is  joined  by  what,  in  the 
parlance  of  the  place,  is  called  "  an  outsider." 
He  is  a  short,  stout,  smirking,  over-dressed  man, 
with  abundant  curled  locks,  and  a  profusion 
of  mosaic  jewellery.  Though  fair  in  complexion, 
the  caste  of  countenance  is  decidedly  Hebraic, 
and  the  character  of  the  face  presents  an 
unruflled  composure,  impassive  to  indignity, 
as  the  heart  is  to  the  softer  feelings  of  hu- 
manity. 

"  I  fear  you  found  Mr.  Dangerfield  unfriendly 
as  before  ?"  said  the  timid  creditor. 

"  Why,  no.  He  said  he  had  a  personal 
regard  for  you,  and  mentioned  the  long  time  you 
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had  had  transactions.  He  woukl  be  the  last 
person  to  press  you  at  this  time,  bat,  as  he  said, 
Mr.  Edwards  must  remember  that  business 
is  business." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  the  poor  creditor.  "  You 
tokl  him  I  only  wanted  time  ?" 

"  I  did,  and  he  is  willing  to  grant  it." 

"  Then,  may  God  bless  him  !  although,  when 
he  sent  the  brokers  in,  I  thought  that  ray  heart 
would  break.  He'll  take  the  men  out,  won't 
he  ?"  and  the  question  was  put  with  the  hesita- 
tion that  betrayed  some  doubt  existing  in  the 
quserist. 

"  He  will,  and  send  you  a  discharge  before 
twelve  o'clock  to-morrow.  You  will  give  him  a 
judge's  order  ?" 

"  I  consent." 

"  And  a  bill  of  sale  on  stock  and  furni- 
ture?" 

"  These  are  hard  terms,  and,  as  regards  other 
creditors,  I  dread,  more  than  honesty  would 
warrant.  But  if  I  do  err,  tell  them  I  have 
a  wife  whom  I  love,  and  seven  children,  for 
whom  I  would  take  the  highway.  When 
men  pride  themselves  on  principle,  and  boast 
that  their's  is  incorruptible,  ask  them  whether  it 
had  been  tested  by  a  trial  such  as  mine."     He 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  9 

paused,  and  walked  a  step  or  two.  "  To  these 
conditions  I  assent,  and  I  will  sign  the  neces- 
sary documents  as  early  to -morrow  as  you  can 
fetch  them." 

With  the  poor  creditor  the  sacrifice  was 
consummated,  as  he  fancied  ;  but  the  Jew  had 
only  brought  the  victim  to  the  horns  of  the 
altar,  and  without  fresh  villany,  the  offering 
would  have  been  incomplete.  He  played  with 
fingers,  extensively  ringed,  through  ample  tresses 
of  light -brown  hair,  as  if  to  challenge  attention 
to  the  richness  of  his  jewellery,  and  the  white- 
ness of  his  hand.  Among  that  rejected  race 
to  which  he  appertained,  there  is  now  and  then 
a  singular  anomaly.     Besides 

"  Dark  brows  and  long  proboscis ;" 

and  the  swarthy  dirtiness  of  the  skin  that 
bespeaks  a  total  repudiation  of  soap  and  tepid 
water,  still,  now  and  again,  a  fair  Israelite 
maybe  discovered  so  ultra-white,  as  to  lead  to  an 
inference  that  the  milky  fluid  of  Christianity  had 
been  accidentally  introduced  into  the  veins, 
and  utterly  expelled  the  filthy  puddle  indigenous 
to  the  twelve  tribes.  Such  an  exception  was 
the  Queen's  Bench  solicitor.     Again  he  passed 
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his  fingers  through  his  hair,  and  thus  resumed 
the  conversation. 

"  As  you  say,  Mr.  Edwards,  other  creditors 
might  interfere.  Men  are  wonderful  people ; 
and  a  friendly  arrangement  between  you  and 
Mr.  Dangerfield,  might  be  twisted  by  an 
unprincipled  lawyer  into  what  he  would  call 
'  undue  preference.'  I  blush,  at  times,  for  the 
profession  !  But  we  can  guard  against  it. 
Should  your  assignment  to  Mr.  Dangerfield 
be  questioned, — and  Smart,  Playboy,  and 
Sackall,  are  sail  to  be  what  we  call  sharp 
practitioners, — why,  this  life  transfer  of  Mrs. 
Ed'ards, — mind  ye,  it's  mere  form, — will  be 
what  we  call  collateral  security.  I  think  I  have 
rightly  designated  the  numbers ;  Nos.  6,  7, 
8,  and  9,  houses  Holman-street,  Edgeware-road ; 
and  a  reversion  to  2365/.  consols,  failing  Mrs. 
i\Iargaret  jMossop,  aged  eighty-one,  widow 
of—" 

The  creditor,  who  had  impatiently  waited  the 
development  of  Mr.  Abraham's  proposition, 
suddenly  interrupted  him. 

"  What !  Is  not  property  three-fold  the  value 
of  his  claim  already  placed  at  Dangerfield's 
disposal  ?  What  more,  in  the  devil's  name, 
would  he  require  ?" 
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"  Why,  nothing,  than  that  your  wife  should 
join  you  in  seciu-ity — and — " 

"  That  I  who  swore  at  the  altar  to  protect 
her,  should  become  directly  instrumental  to  her 
ruin  !  Back  to  him.  Tell  the  vile  scoundrel  to 
work  his  worst.  Sooner  than  injure  those  who 
look  to  me  for  bread,  or  her  I  hold  dearer  than 
the  world,  I  would  submit  to  be  impaled  upon 
these  spikes."  He  pointed  to  the  chevaux  de 
frize  upon  the  wall.  "  And  now  the  Rubicon 
is  crossed,  and  I  shall  put  myself  in  the  '  Gazette' 
to-morrow." 

He  sprang  from  the  bench. 

"  Stop,  Mr.  Ed'ards,  stop.  We  may  still 
manage  matters.  I  may  succeed  in  getting 
Dangerfield  to  take  the  security,  my  costs,  of 
course,  paid  down." 

But  the  creditor  was  now  out  of  hearing,  or 
at  least,  he  made  no  reply. 

The  lawyer  passed  his  fingers  once  more 
through  his  well-oiled  ringlets.  "  Ah,  very  well. 
Let  him  flounce  a  little;  he's  safely  hooked. 
We  have  him  well  in  hand,  as  far  as  his  own 
effects  go  ;  and  my  name  is  not  Judah  Abrahams, 
or  we'll  collar  his  wife's  property  too." 

He  said,  pulled  on  a  brimstone-coloured  kid 
glove,  settled  satisfactorily  his  collar,  and  if  not 
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pleased  with  the  result  of  his  interview,  perfectly 
pleased  with  himself,  he  took  his  departure. 

The  rapid  action  of  a  dream  brought  fresh 
characters  before  me,  and  a  second  Asmodeus 
appeared  at  my  elbow,  and  pointed  out  a 
group. 

Mark  ye  foiu'  men  ?  They  stand  apart ;  and 
if  uproarious  laugliter  were  a  proof  of  happiness, 
there  are  not  lighter  spirits  within  the  four  seas 
of  Britain.  That  tall  man  is  well  connected, 
handsomely  provided  for  by  his  relatives,  calls 
himself  of  no  profession,  but  actually  is  a  trader 
in  bankruptcy.  Through  its  different  ordeals, — 
start  not,  for  the  thing  is  true, — he  has  passed 
throngh  different  courts  eleven  times ;  glories  in 
his  successful  evasion  of  penal  consequences  ; 
and  boasts  that  he  understands  the  insolvency 
laws  better  than  any  lawyer  of  the  whole.  He 
coolly  tells  you  what  he  has  netted  on  each  tran- 
saction ;  mentions  that  by  one  grand  coup  he 
white-washed  for  7000/.,  and  considers  his  last 
appearance  almost  a  waste  of  time,  the  schedule 
being  a  mere  bagatelle,  something  short  of 
3000Z.  "And  fancy,"  he  addeth  indignantly, 
"  a  man  sent  back  here  six  months  for  such  a 
trifle  !"  AVhen  out  of  prison  he  lives  in  the 
west,  occupies  expensive  lodgings,  drives  a  pair 
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of  horses,  and,  to  use  the  expressive  language 
of  the  place,  ''  comes  it  particularly  strong." 
Gentlemen  in  trouble  who  are  tender  regarding 
their  debtor  and  creditor  arrangements,  consult 
him  in  the  fabrication  of  their  balance-sheets, 
and  difficulties  which  have  puzzled  a  law'ver  to 
overcome,  he  hops  over  in  a  second.  In  fact, 
he  frames  the  insolvent's  schedule,  mystifies 
credits  and  debts,  and, — what  an  advantage  ! — 
the  insolvent  has  no  trouble  but  to  swear  to  it. 
"  He  will  be  a  loss  here,"  added  le  didble 
hoiteux,  "  and  many  a  poor  rogue,  for  a  blun- 
dering expose  of  peccadillos,  will  be  sent  back 
by  the  stern  commissioner  to  the  place  from 
whence  he  came,  whereas,  had  he  but  the  assist- 
ance of  that  experienced  gentleman  in  the  fancy 
hat,  he  would  have  crept  smoothly  through  the 
ordeal,  and,  like  a  duck  emerging  from  a  horse- 
pond,  his  plumage  would  have  been  unsullied  by 
a  spot.  But  six  months  from  the  date  of  his 
deliverance  will  restore  the  regretted  lost  one. 
By  that  time,  the  instructions  he  will  have  given 
tradesmen  in  book-keeping,  wall  entitle  him  to 
re-admission  here.  Great  will  be  the  joy  at  his 
return — for  O'Connell  never  smashed  a  state 
prosecution  to  smithereens  \\'\i\\  more  ease  than 
Mr. can  demolish  an  opposition." 
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For  want  of  language  to  express  astonishment, 
I  thought  of  Dominie  Sampson,  and  exclaimed, 
"Prodigious  !"  Turning  to  my  demoniac  friend, 
I  ventured  to  enquire  the  history  of  a  thin, 
impudent,  young  man  in  a  flash  undress,  who 
stood  by  the  wholesale  dealer  in  insolvency. 

"  Oh,  bah !  it's  mere  common  place  ;  there 
are  thirty  of  the  class  within  the  enceinte  of  this 
prison, — ex  uno  disce  omnes, — and  I  may  as 
well  briefly  describe  the  person." 

The  aristocracy  are  altogether  guiltless  of 
him ;  for  his  father  is  a  country  publican.  As  a 
devil  tenacious  of  veracity,  I  will  not  say  whether 
he  carried  "  heavy"  to  the  customers,  or  even  did 
"spiggot  wield,"  but  his  sire,  having  yearnings 
after  gentility,  determined  to  breed  his  son  to  a 
learned  profession,  and  selected  surgery  for  the 
field.  The  scamp — observe  his  air,  dress,  and 
manner  impersonify  that  caste — came  to  town, 
but  instead  of  walking  the  hospitals,  he  betook 
himself  to  the  hells.  Of  course,  he  was  cleaned 
out  in  double  quick  time  ;  and  poor  Boniface  at 
the  Red  Lion,  exhausted  by  fresh  demands,  was 
at  last  unable  or  unwilling  to  come  to  book. 
His  son's  history  might  be  considered  to  be 
closed,  for  in  Pandemonium  they  rarely  pluck 
a  common  customer  bare,  but  they  quoit  him  out 
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"  like  a  shove-groat  shilling. "  But  in  that  sallow 
young  gentleman  the  hellites  discovered  latent 
ability ;  the  ore  was  in  the  mine  ;  and  they 
honourably  determined  to  afford  neglected  talent 
an  opportunity  for  display.  He  was  taken  into 
service,  indoctrinated  in  the  manipulations  of 
cards  and  dice,  raised  to  the  dignity  of  "  a 
bonnet,"  and  with  a  supply  from  the  poet  Moses, 
and  an  extensive  addition  of  Mosaic  gold,  the 
tyro  was  started  upon  town. 

As  a  west-end  establishment  requires  smartish 
girls  and  nice  young  men  to  form  its  executive, 
so  also,  a  hell  must  be  occasionally  indebted  to 
feminine  assistance.  Mr.  Brown,  in  his  vocation, 
had  divers  married  ladies  who  had  mislaid  their 
certificates ;  and  two  or  three  "  maids  who  loved 
the  moon,"  to  cooperate  with ;  and  while  his 
course  of  male  instruction  rendered  him  "  wide 
awake,''  a  close  communion  with  lovely  woman 
gave  him  the  last  polish  and  completed  the  gen- 
tleman. He  was  speculating  on  a  cab  for  the 
Derby  day,  and  while  "  lovely  Thais  sate  beside 
him"  in  the  form  of  Julia  Hamerton,  would  his 
own  father  have  recognised  his  lost  heir,  or  even 
the  pot-boy  of  the  Lion  sworn  to  his  identity  ? 
Julia  was  to  sport  a  duck  of  a  bonnet ;  and  he, 
the  bonnet,     would     come  it   spicy  in    a  pearl- 
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coloured  paletot.  Alas  !  two  nights  before  the 
Epsom  day,  the  head  of  the  bank  bolted  for 
America  with  the  capital — and  all,  like  a  theatre 
burnt  out,  in  their  various  vocations  were  "  left 
lamenting."  ]\Ir.  Brown,  in  a  week  afterwards, 
was  accommodated  with  an  apartment  in  the 
Bench,  and  Miss  Julia  Hamerton  allows  him 
an  honourable  maintenance.  Think  of  the 
extent  to  which  human  degradation  may  reach, 
when  a  fellow  who,  at  twenty-six  could  earn  an 
honest  crust,  or  failing,  become  food  for  powder, 
sneaking  scoundrel  as  he  is,  absolutely  existing 
on  the  filthy  produce  of  female  impurity.  Oh, 
it  is  sickening !  And  yet  that  degraded  dog 
will  stare  you  in  the  face.  I  groaned  but  an- 
swered not. 

"  Pray,  my  dear  devil,  may  I  enquire  who  is 
that  nondescript  man  ?  Is  he  an  '  Ebrew  Jew,' 
or  an  excellent  Christian  imitation  ?" 

"  Oh,"  exclaimed  Asmodeus,  with  a  laugh, 
"  Verily  he  appertaineth  unto  the  twelve  tribes, 
and  is  here  for  no  crime  except  that  of  being 
one  of  the  children  of  promise.  All  come  out 
here  in  different  characters,  and  as  necessity 
produced  invention,  every  man  has,  in  this  place, 
to  act  a  ditFerent  part.  That  fat  swindler  beside 
the  Jew,  whose  history  shall  close  this  chapter, 
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calls  himself  "  Captain."  Now,  entre  nous,  he 
was  originally  a  valet,  was  dismissed  for  pecula- 
tion, and,  in  the  absence  of  honest  calling,  of 
course  became  a  gentleman  from  sheer  necessity. 
Bat  number  three  is  an  Israelite  without  guile, 
■ — a  second  Sheva, — and  a  regular  philanthropist. 
Attend. 

"  Mr.  Levi, — or  as  it  pleaseth  him  to  change 
Levi  into  Lewis, — I  believe,  once  stood  A.  1  in  the 
synagogue,  and  multitudinous  were  his  dealings. 
He  operated  in  St.  Mary  Axe,  rusticated  at 
Putney,  and  while  he  trundled  into  tov^n 
diurnally  in  an  omnibus,  his  wife  and  daughters, 
— they  were  called  at  Putney  '  a  carriage  family,' 
— visited  the  great  metropolis  in  a  yellow  chariot 
and  pair  of  browns.  Mr.  Levi,  by  the  infidels, 
was  considered  safe  ;  but  there  was  a  whisper  in 
the  tabernacle,  that  for  years  he  had  been  rather 
queer.  A  life- struck  animal  is  generally  aban- 
doned by  the  flock,  and  left  to  die  alone ;  and  a 
done-up  Jew  is  avoided  by  the  people,  as  if  the 
plague-spot  marked  him.  A  crisis  came — the 
bubble  burst — and  down  came  Mr.  Lewis. 

"  The  child  of  promise  was  no  fool  in  his 
generation,  and  he  had  made  preparations  for  tlie 
evil  day.  '  Coming  events  cast  their  shadows 
before.'      His    wife   was    amply    dowered,    and 
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certain  houses  and  tenements  of  his  own  were, 
in  good  time,  assigned  away,  to  prevent  them 
from  falhnginto  the  possession  of  the  Nazarenes. 
Caution  may  be  carried  too  far,  and  Mr  Lewis 
overdid  the  thing.  A  lynx-eyed  commissioner 
penetrated  the  means  taken  to  effect  the  aHena- 
tion  of  this  property  from  his  creditors,  and  he 
had  the  alternative  allowed  of  surrendering  what 
he  had  assigned  away,  or  becoming  resident  '  in 
banco.'  He  chose  the  latter — while  his  lady  and 
daughters  migrate  from  town  to  sea-side  in  the 
yellow  chariot,  and  at  the  proper  season,  selon  la 
regie,  as  fashion  indicates. 

"  It  would  be  unnecessary  to  remind  you  that 
Mr.  Lewis  is  amply  provided  with  what 

"Rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove," 

not  meaning  love,  but  money.  But  still,  and 
even  in  captivity,  a  Jew  will  endeavour  '  to  turn 
the  penny.'  Mr.  L.  eschews  dealing  in  pro- 
hibited liquors, — that  trade  here  being  profitable 
but  perilous, — and  he  would  have  no  more  fancy 
for  a  month's  solitude  in  the  strong  room,  than 
to  commence  brick-making  without  straw.  A 
safer  field  is  open  for  his  operations, — and,  as 
the  advocate  of  the  distressed,  he  fills  up  his 
leisure  time,  and  enacts  '  the  INlan  of  Ross.'  " 
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"  Well,  really,  friend  Asmodeus,  you  bear 
honourable  testimony  to  the  Israelite.  He  had 
done,  no  doubt,  much  harm,  and  is  it  not  com- 
mendable that  he  should,  as  a  set  off  to  the 
account,  do  a  little  good  ?  By  heaven  !  I  would 
share  my  crust  with  him,  unbeliever  as  he  is, 
while  I  should  take  some  trouble  to  visit  Wool- 
wich dockyard,  were  the  unblushing  knaves 
besides  him  placed  where  they  should  be,  and 
trooped  in  a  convict  gang." 

The  little  demon  indulged  in  a  slight  laugh, 
and  then,  drawing  a  snuff-box  from  his  pocket, 
took  a  pinch  himself,  and  offered  it  to  me.  I 
hesitated:  I  remembered  the  old  Scottish  saw 
which  insinuates,  that  the  man  who  shares  soup 
with  the  devil,  should  be  provided  with  a  long 
spoon,  and  to  take  snuff  with  him,  might  pos- 
sibly be  as  dangerous.     Asmodeus  smiled. 

"  Don't  be  afraid,  mon  ami.  I  suppose  you 
think  that  I  use  nothing  less  pungent  than  red 
pepper.  Now,  if  you  will  but  condescend  to 
nip  the  dust,  you'll  find  it  veritable  black  rappee. 
But  to  return  to  Mr.  Lewis.  There  are  divers 
descriptions  of  charity,  that  which,  on  an  ex- 
tensive scale,  embraceth  the  human  race,  and 
that  which,  prudently,  commenceth  and  keeps 
at  home.     Of  the  latter  order,  is  your  smug-faced 
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philanthropist,  and  he,  the  Jew,  administers 
to  the  wants  of  the  necessitous,  as  Gohlsiuith's 
man  of  feehng  daily  clad  the  naked, 

"  When  he  put  ou  his  clothes." 

Attendez.  Mr.  L.'s  field  for  operations  is  limited 
to  what  is  called  the  receiving-rooms  ;  that  is, 
to  the  apartments  allotted  to  prisoners  for  a 
night,  until  they  can  be  located  in  the  prison 
next  day.  He  waits  upon  the  new  comers, 
and  his  story  is  pathetic.  There  is  an  honest 
tradesman  incarcerated  by  a  ruthless  creditor : 
he  is  both  a  husband  and  a  father :  his  young 
and  handsome  wife  is  nursing  an  interesting 
first  pledge :  she,  poor  soul,  is  sinking  into 
consumption,  and  the  infant  rapidly  fading  from 
existence — for  the  means  of  sustaining  life  are 
wanting.  Men,  heart-sick  themselves,  naturally 
feel  for  the  wretched — and  what  picture  of 
human  misery  can  surpass  that  of  a  youthful 
mother  sinking  to  the  grave  for  lack  of  nutri- 
ment, and  vainly  endeavouring  to  supply  the 
calls  of  nature,  conveyed  to  her  in  feeble  cries 
from  the  pallid  lips  of  starving  in  fancy  ?  He  has 
paid  his  customary  visit,  and  met  with  unusual 
success.  Two  respectable  tradesmen,  and  an  im- 
provident young  gentleman  from  Ireland,  were 
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lodged  within  the  prison  gates  last  evening. 
From  tlie  former,  Mr.  Lewis  extracted  a  shilliiio; 
each,  and  from  the  latter,  obtained  half-a-crown, 
and  an  apology  for  inability  to  contribute 
more." 

"  And  where  is  this  miserable  family  ?"  I 
asked. 

''  Voila  r  replied  he  of  the  two  sticks.  "  Look 
at  the  tap,  and,  sitting  on  a  bench,  with  a 
pewter  measm'e  of  stont  in  his  right  hand,  you 
may  remark  a  large,  coarse,  vulgar-looking  fellow, 
a  beastly  sensualist  of  the  lowest  order,  one 
who  only  lives  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  sleep, 
and  no  matter  from  what  base  channel  the 
money  to  obtain  his  '  grub  and  heavy,' — I  speak 
in  the  parlance  of  the  place, — may  come,  he 
takes  the  coin,  and  would  answer,  did  you  say 
the  means  were  dirty,  '  non  olet.'  The  Jew 
has  given  him  a  shilling,  and  while  it  lasts, 
he  will  lounge  like  a  lazzaroni  in  the  sun,  until 
he  swills  out  the  last  farthing." 

"  But  his  wife — his  infant  ?" 

"  See  you  that  squalid,  bloated  woman  ?  She 
is  hurrying  to  the  gate,  and  will  cross  the  road 
to  the  opposite  gin-shop,  for  she  too  has  received 
a  shilling,  the  Jew,- — modest  man  !- 
tented  with  pocketing  the  half-crown." 
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"  And  of  course,  deserted  by  the  monsters 
who  gave  it  birth,  the  wretched  chikl  will 
perish  ?" 

"No  fear  of  that,  my  friend,"  returned  the 
little  man.  "  Mark  you  an  imp  knocking  a  racket- 
ball  against  the  corner  of  the  wall  ?  His  ap- 
pearance might  warrant  you  in  calling  him  a 
five-year-old,  but  that  rickety  wretch  has 
passed  twelve  years.  He  lays  his  racket, 
or  rather  the  wood-work  of  one,  aside,  and 
commences  pitch  and  toss  with  the  potboy.  The 
little  reptile  \\\\\  beat  the  man  of  beer — for  the 
leprahawn  manipulates  a  halfpeimy,  as  well  as 
*  the  bonnet,'  Mr.  Brown,  could  operate  upon 
bones  or  pasteboard." 

Again  I  testified  sui-prise,  and  used  the  Domi- 
nie's phrase,  "Prodigious  !" 

"  And  now,"  said  the  little  devil,  "  before  I 
introduce  you  to  unfortunates,  let  me  finish  my 
scamp  sketches  with  an  out  and  outer.  I  have 
a  particular  engagement  at  twelve  o'clock  for 
a  hell,  and  will  drop  in  to  the  viscountess's 
hal  costume  in  time  for  supper.  To-morrow 
night  T  may  have  an  unemployed  half  hour, 
and  I  shall  be  happy  to  let  you  into  a  secret 
generally  hidden  from  the  world, — what  life  is, 
as  it  is. 
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"  Of  that  parti  carre  you  must  remember, 
the  characteristic  distinctions.  Number  one 
dealeth  wholesale  in  insolvency,  while  two  is 
a  gentleman  at  everything  in  the  ring;  three, 
lives  upon  his  humanity,  and,  as  occasion  offers, 
sports  '  the  benevolent  Jew.'  But  number  four, 
after  his  own  fashion,  impersonates  the  admirable 
Crichton,  for  in  every  department  of  the  pro- 
fession he  has  tried  his  hand,  rung  every  change, 
and  proved  himself  an  adept. 

"  Number  four  calls  himself  '  Alfred  Pierre- 
point  Lurasdale,'  before  which  honourable  pa- 
tronymics, he  is  graciously  pleased  to  prefix  the 
modest  title  of  captain.  To  the  name  he  has 
a  right,  inasmuch  as  his  reputed  father  did  not 
repudiate  the  alleged  paternity,  and  to  the  title 
he  can  produce  as  good  a  claim  as  any  of  the 
five-aiid-twenty  commanders  in  the  place,  the 
dates  of  whose  commissions  are  unfortunately 
omitted  in  the  army  lists.  His  parents  were 
of  the  Godwin  school,  and  aware  that  love 

" At  sight  of  bumau  ties, 

Spreads  his  light  wings,  and  iu  a  moment  flies," 

prudently  rejected  the  hymeneal  bond,  and  were 
contented  to  be  fettered  only  by  a  wreath  of 
roses.  When  the  gallant  captain  saw  the  light, 
his  papa, — a  son  of  the  Earl  of  Dumfries, — was 
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still  a  minor,  and  his  mamma, — as  Sir  Percy 
Shafton  wonld  express  it, — in  the  '  bucolical  line,' 
she  being  the  youngest  and  prettiest  dairy-maid 
at  Elton  Castle. 

"  Alfred  Pierrepoint  led  a  scampish  sort  of 
country  life  ;  received  the  last  literary  polish  at 
the  village  school ;  lived  with  his  mother,  who 
had  been  honourably  united  in  holy  wedlock  to 
the  under-gardener ;  and  at  seventeen  was  sent 
to  London  by  Alfred  Pierrepoint  Lumsdale  the 
elder,  who  had  obtained  a  small  appointment  for 
his  putative  son  in  one  of  the  public  offices. 

'*'  But  a  clerk's  stool,  and  the  daily  labour  of 
skimming  the  morning  papers,  were  far  beneath 
the  ambitious  aspirations  of  Alfred  Pierrepoint, 
junior.  For  three  years  he  managed  to  hold  his 
small  official  situation,  but  at  last,  and  for  re- 
peated misconduct,  he  was  discharged,  and  be- 
came,— what  he  had  been  regularly  preparing 
for, — a  man  upon  town. 

To  acquire  a  perfect  knowledge  of  every  trick 
resorted  to  by  low  hellites,  and  confederate  with 
the  swindlers  who  infest  the  metropohs,  was  his 
first  step.  But  that  field  was  limited  in  the  ex- 
tent of  its  operations,  and  already  overstocked. 
The  turf  held  out  a  better  opening  for  a  neophyte, 
and  Captain  Lumsdale  wormed  himself  accord- 
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ingly  into  felonious  associations  with  the  lowest 
blacklegs  of  the  day.  The  honourable  branch  of 
the  order  now  called  'nobblers,'*  was  unknown, 
and  unprincipled  scoundrels  cheated  by  false 
riding,  but  in  that  blessed  age  of  ignorance,  were 
unacquainted  with  the  art  and  mystery  of  making 
all  safe  by  the  administration  of  a  drug.  The 
hght  of  science,  however,  was  about  to  break 
forth — and  as  body-snatching  was  rendered  ob- 
solete by  the  simple  process  introduced  by 
Mr.  Burke,  so,  for  the  means  of  rendering  any 
race  a  certainty,  the  turf  should  hold  themselves 
eternally  indebted  to  Mr.  Dawson,  although  Cap- 
tain Lumsdale  might  honestly  claim  the  merit  of 
the  invention,  and  complain,  '  tulit  alter  honores.' 
In  a  word,  the  gallant  captain  devised,  and 
Mr.  Dawson  executed  ;  and  while  the  former  was 
hanged,  the  latter  evaded  a  halter. 

"  The  perfect  conviction,  however,  that  Alfred 
Pierrepoint  was  *  the  great  unknown,'  routed  him 
from  every  race-course.  The  lowest  blackguards 
were  afraid  to  acknowledge  a  man  tabooed  by  the 
sporting  world,  and  hell-keepers,  in  self-defence, 
were  obliged  to  exclude  him  altogether.  That 
others,  and,  proh  pudor  !  men  of  a  high,  nay,  the 
highest  caste,  were  indirectly  connected  with  this 

*  Ruffians  who  drug  or  lame  horses  to  prevent  them  winning. 
VOL.    II.  C 
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black  affair,  was  more  than  whispered  ;  and  cer- 
tain it  is  that  Captain  Lumsdale  received  a  trifling 
sum  of  money,  with  an  intimation,  that  until  the 
thing  blew  over,  he  '  must  make  himself  scarce/ 

Stale  and  bloated  as  he  is  now,  lie  was  then, 
as  far  as  looks  went,  considered  handsome. 
Banished  from  the  turf,  chased  as  a  leper  from 
every  hell,  he  must  seek  Dame  Eortune  through 
some  other  channels  than  the  old  ones,  and  he 
decided  that  the  safest  dodge  would  be  that  of 
matrimony.  lie  chose  a  remote  watering-place 
for  his  scene  of  operations  ;  and  among  the  fashion- 
able arrivals  at ,  his  name  was  recorded  in 

due  time. 

Captain  Lumsdale,  in  search  of  a  wife,  opened 
the  campaign  as  a  dashing  Coelebs  ;  Mosaic  gold 
was    then    undiscovered,   but   clumsier    gilding 

would  pass  current.     He  came  to with  the 

customary  supply,  patronised  the  best  hotel, 
swaggered  into  every  library,  and  bought  trifles 
in  the  fancy  shops.  He  was  artfully  seeking  her 
whom  he  should  devour ;  and,  eschewing  heiresses, 
whose  property  may  not  be  immediately  conver- 
tible, his  wiser  Cupid 

"  —Took  his  stand 
Upon  a  -widow's  jointured  land," 

and  he  laid  siege  to  Mrs.  Henry  Richards. 
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Mr.  Richards  was  a  stockbroker,  died  wealthy, 
devising  ten  thousand  pounds  and  six  hundred  a 
year  to  his  bereaved  relict,  and  God  knows  what 
beside  to  hospitals,  charities,  &c.,  with  diamond 
rings  to  lawyer  and  physician,  and  not  one 
farthing  to  poor  relations,  "  whose  names  were 
legion." 

Captain  Lumsdale,  being  of  the  wide  awake 
school,  had  arranged  with  a  most  respectable 
solicitor, — mem.,  he  was  transported  next  year 
for  writing  an  old  gentleman's  name,  merely  to 
save  his  client  trouble — to  ascertain  at  Doctors' 
Commons  the  disposition  of  effects  when  neces- 
sary ;  and  by  return  of  post  he,  the  future  Austra- 
Han,  reported  that  Mrs.  Arabella  Smith,  relict  and 
sole  administratrix  of  Peter  Smith,  deceased,  had 
all,  as  aforesaid  set  out,  with  divers  goods  and 
chattels  into  the  bargain. 

Now  Mrs.  Smith  at was  not  Mrs.  Smith ; 

for  Mrs.  Arabella  Smith  was  mourning  in  sack- 
cloth and  ashes,  while  the  other  Mrs.  Smith,  dis- 
carding weeds  and  widow's  cap,  took  diurnally 
pleasure  in  the  sea,  and  exercise  on  a  donkey 
upon  the  common.  To  poison  a  horse-trough  is 
easy,  to  entrap  a  jointured  widow  is  more  diffi- 
cult. Now  Mrs.  Smith,  the  donkey-rider,  was 
one  Mrs.  Smith,  and  Mrs.  Smith,  relict  of  Peter 

c  2 
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Smith,  was  another;  and  of  this,  and  in  due 
time,  Captain  Lumsdale  made  a  discovery. 

To  insinuate  himself  into  the  same  boarding- 
house,  and  also  into  the  widow's  affections,  were 
promptly  effected ;  and  Captain  Lumsdale  might 
have  written  to  his  Loudon  correspondent,  "veni, 
vidi,  vici .'" 

How  the  gallant  captain  wooed,  and  how  the 
widow,  after 

"  Vowing  she  would  ne'er  consent — eonsented" 

to  be  led  a  second  time  to  the  hymeneal  altar, 
would  be  a  fitter  theme  for  a  sentimental  novelist 
than  a  gossiping  devil  like  myself.  It  will  be 
enough  to  say,  that  at  the  altar  the  captain 
pledged  his  vows  boldly  Hke  a  man,  and  the  re- 
lict of  Peter  Smith  was  as  collected  as  could  be 
expected  ;  that  the  happy  couple  started  with 
four  horses  for  a  village  hostelrie,  where  the  bride 
could  "  blush  unseen  ;"  and  that  the  joyous  event 
went  the  regular  round  of  the  newspapers. 

Now,  slily  did  the  gallant  captain  chuckle  that 
his  conquest,  like  a  fox-hunt,  had  been  "  short, 
sharp,  and  decisive."  His  purse  exhibited  bad 
symptoms  of  decline ;  indeed,  it  had  reached  the 
last  stage  of  consumption,  and  a  couple  of  guineas 
alone  could  be  discovered  in  the  net-work  after 
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the  nuptial  dues  had  been  discharged.  No  tem- 
porary supplies  could  be  obtained,  the  village  did 
not  possess  a  pawnbroker ;  and,  even  were  "  mine 
uncle"  resident,  would  he  "  stump  up"  upon  a 
paste  ring,  and  a  chain  that  would  turn  green  at 
the  very  mention  of  aquafortis  ?  There  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  frame  a  cock-and-bull  story 
— his  pocket  was  picked  in  the  crowd  at  the 
church-door  ;  and  his  loss  equalled  Jack  Falstaff's 
when,  sleeping  behind  the  arras,  he  was  feloni- 
ously despoiled  of  "  a  bond  for  a  thousand 
pounds,  and  a  seal-ring  of  his  grandfather's." 

Lurasdale,  even  in  youth,  was  gifted  with  un- 
limited assurance ;  it  is  a  valuable  quahty,  and 
generally  available. 

"  My  dear  love,"  said  the  happy  bridegroom 
after  breakfast  on  the  fourth  morning,  "  can  you 
muster  courage  to  return,  and  brave  the  table' 
d'hote  ?" 

"  With  you,  dearest,  I  coidd  dare  anything, 
and  venture  anywhere 

"  From  Egypt's  fire  to  Zembla's  frost." 

"  Which  means,"  observed  Captain  Lumsdale, 
sotto  voce,  "  go  the  whole  hog,  from  pitch-and- 
toss   to  manslaughter." 

"  What  where  you  saying,  dearest?" 
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"  Nothing,  pet  of  pets  ;  but,  that  with  you, 
a  desert  would  be  a  paradise.  A  shght  annoy- 
ance has  teazed  me,  loved  one  !  I  am  careless  ; 
you  must  con'ect  it,  and  let  your  lecture  com- 
mence with  a  kiss." 

"  Instantly,  thy  recklessness  shall  be  reproved. 
Dear  Alfred,  what  has  disturbed  your  tran- 
quillity ?  But,  before  I  enter  on  the  jobation, 
the  penalty  shall  be  thrice  inflicted.  I  shall 
not,"  said  the  little  demon,  "  enumerate  the 
kisses   preliminary  to  the  lecture." 

"  Carelessly  T  flung  my  purse  into  my  coat 
pocket — they  picked  it  at  the  church  door ;  sLxty 
guineas,  with  a  little  silver,  at  the  other  end, 
for  turnpikes." 

"  How  careless,  dear  one  !  but,  thank  heaven  ! 
you  carry,  as  T  perceive,  your  case  in  the  breast 
pocket.  Had  your  bank-notes  been  taken !" 
and  the  lady  raised  her  eyes  in  horror  at  the 
very  thought. 

Captain  Lumsdale  had  a  note-case,  certainly, 
and  there  were  sundry  bank  notes  in  the  same. 
One  was  on  the  bank  of  love  for  one  hundred 
pounds,  and  five  others  undertook  that  John 
Snobbins  should  cut  hair  against  any  man  in 
England  for  a  cool  fifty.  These  looked  extremely 
pretty   in    silver-clasped    morocco ;    but   would 
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the  host  of  the  "  Golden  Lion,"  for  three  clays' 
entertamment  and  a  carriage  and  four,  accept  a 
promissory  note  upon  either  the  banks  of  love 
and  fashion  ? 

Captain  Lumsdale  smiled,  and  dipped  his 
hand  into  his  left  breast  pocket.  Did  an  adder 
sting  him  there  ? 

"  Heavens,  Arabella !  I    have   left   it  in   my 
dressing-case !  Dearest,  thou  shalt  be  my  ban 
ker." 

Mrs.  L.  opened  her  reticule,  extracted  a  lace- 
edged  pocket-handkerchief,  a  smelling  bottle, 
and  divers  keys.  Was  ever  such  a  chapter  of 
accidents  inflicted  during  the  first  week  of  the 
honeymoon  upon  unfortunate  lovers  ? — Arabella, 
in  matrimonial  excitement,  had  forgotten  her 
purse  upon  the  dressing-table  ! 


An  eclaircissement  followed  ;  the  lady  turned 
her  eyes  upwards  to  the  ceihng,  as  she  slowly 
and  emphatically  exclaimed, 

"  Was  there  ever — " 

"  Two  wide-awakes  so  regularly  done  brown  !" 
added  Captain  Lumsdale,  completing  the  un- 
finished sentence. 
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"  How  strong  you  drew  it,"  observed  the 
lady ;  "  upon  my  soul,  T  took  you  for  a  moneyed 
snob  !" 

"  And,  by  this  virgin  hand,  I  believed  that 
you  had  'the  tin,'  and  no  mistake!"  was  the 
rejoinder. 


"  My  dear  Asmodeus,"  I  exclaimed,  "  in 
your  own  name — to  wit,  the  devil's — how  did 
the  gallant  captain  manage  in  such  a  fix  ?" 

"  I  once  happened  to  call  into  a  flash  pul)hc- 
house  professionally/'  returned  the  little  demon  ; 
"  for,  observe,  my  dear  sir,  Tony  Lumpkin's 
friend  who  ground  the  organ,  had  not  a  stronger 
antipathy  to  everything  vulgar  than  I,"  and  he 
took  a  refreshing  pinch  of  the  black  rajjpee. 
"  AVell ;  there  was  a  yokel  from  the  country, 
who,  to  an  inquiry  from  an  acquaintance  touch- 
ing his  errand  to  the  great  metropolis,  intimated 
that  he  had  come  to  town  in  search  of  useful 
knowledge. 

"  '  Will  you  stand  a  pot  of  heavy  ?'  inquired  a 
ragged  blackguard  in  the  corner,  '  and  I'll  give 
you  a  wrinkle.' 


"  The  knowledsre-seeker  assented. 
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" '  Then,'  returned  the  gentleman  with  the 
soiled  shirt,  after  first  securing  the  pewter, 
*  when  you  are  put  upon  the  mill,  be  sure  to 
take  the  corner  next  the  wall."  ' 

"  I  cannot  see  the  point  of  your  anecdote, 
Master  Asmodeus,"  I  observed. 

"  Well,  I  shall  explain  it,  and  narrate  the 
finale  of  the  captain's  hymeneal  adventure,  in 
order  that,  in  a  similar  emergency,  you  may 
have  the  benefit  of  example.  The  happy  pair, 
after  mutual  interrogatories  and  replies,  found 
themselves  similarly  circumstanced ;  neither  dare 
return  to  the  place  from  whence  they  came ;  and, 
on  a  comparison  of  the  value  of  their  joint  effects, 
it  was  candidly  admitted  that  the  contents  of  the 
carpet  bags  would  scarcely  pay  the  expenses 
attendant  upon  picking  the  locks.  The  lady 
proposed,  under  pretence  of  taking  a  rural  stroli, 
that  they  should  quietly  sneak  away ;  but  the 
captain  recoiled  from  the  bare  idea.  Their 
advance  upon  the  "  Golden  Lion"  had  been 
made  in  style,  and  their  departui-e  should  hn 
marked  with  even  a  superior  eclat.  The  land- 
lord was  summoned  to  the  presence ;  and,  after 
a  most  respectable  bill  of  fare  had  been  sub- 
mitted, revised,  and  accepted,  Captain  Lumsdale 
carelessly    inquired    whether   the    lady    of    his 

c  3 
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love  would  "take  a  morning  drive  to  Keiiil- 
worth  ?" 

"Oh,  she  so  longed  to  see  it !" 

"  Ah,  let  me  calculate  time ;  say  dinner, 
seven — four  horses  will  do  it  comfortably.  And 
put  something  cold  in  the  carriage,  with  a  bottle 
of  champagne." 

The  landlord  smiled,  bowed,  and  departed ; 
and,  in  twenty  minutes  afterwards,  Captain 
Lumsdale  was  lolling  in  the  corner  of  a  yellow 
landaidet,  and 

"  Lovely  Thais  sat  beside  him." 

The  ruins  were  visited  and  admired,  lunch 
paraded  and  discussed,  the  post-boys  directed 
to  order  what  they  pleased  at  the  inn,  and  the 
happy  pair  left  to  themselves  to  bill  and  coo  in 
peace. 

Hours  passed.  "  Lord  !"  muttered  a  sexa- 
genarian post  boy,  "  what  can  these  loviers  find 
to  talk  about  ?"  and  the  younger  assistant  was 
despatched  to  hint  that  the  old  scytheman  will 
not  wait  for  Cupid. 

The  ruins  were  searched  in  vain  ;  and  where 
were  Captain  Lumsdale  and  his  lady  ?  Perched 
outside  on  the  Birmingham  "  Defiance,"  which 
they  had  gained  by  a  cross  road  and  an  hour's 
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walk ;  and,  lest  any  accident  should  befall  the 
forks  and  silver  spoons,  Captain  Lunisdale  had 
prudently  put  them  in  his  pocket. 


SKETCH     II. 


In  human  actions  some  propulsive  cause  will 
generally  be  traceable,  and  whether  good  or 
bad,  an  object  may  by  possibility  be  gained ;  but 
I  never  could  discover,  detect,  or  comprehend, 
under  all  and  every  circumstance,  what  advan- 
tage could  arise  from  cramming  the  body  corporal 
of  man,  hale  in  his  "  thews  and  sinews,"  into  a 
living  grave.  Is  he  poor,  unfortunate,  frowned 
upon  by  the  world,  what  beneficial  result  can 
accrue  to  the  creditor  who  may  deem  it  right  to 
incarcerate  him  ?  Is  he  a  rogue  ? — and  bear  in 
mind  that  five  out  of  ten  who  undergo  the 
process  of  white-washing  are  rogues, — immure 
him  in  the  Bench,  and  too  late  you  wiU  find 
that  he  has  been  wise  in  his  generation.  The 
tradesman  makes  all  safe  before  he  becomes 
domiciled  under  the  roof  of  Her  Majesty — his 
stock  is  convertible  into  money — and  into  money 
it  is  quietly  and  mysteriously  converted,  before 
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the  friendly  arrester  slips  his  writ  into  Mr.  Levi's 
hand,  and  intimates  that  the  man  wanted,  five 
evenings  out  of  six,  takes  his  ease  "  i'  th' 
afternoon"  at  the  Cock  and  Punch-bowl.  Is  he 
a  gentleman  by  position  ?  He  enters  the  Bench 
with  ten  thousand  pounds  at  •'the  gate,*"  and 
with  two  thousand  a  year,  paid,  if  you  please  it, 
from  the  funds,  not  a  shilling  of  the  same  being 
available  to  the  discharge  of  debts,  recklessly, 
nay,  fraudulently  contracted.  All  is  strictly 
settled — tied  up — non-tangible.  His  wife  visits, 
comforts,  and  consoles  him.  Dine  with  him — 
the  salmon  at  table  cost  three  shillings  the 
pound — but  the  venison  is  a  present  from 
his  cousin  Jack,  who  feels  sadly  for  his  situation. 
The  prison  wine — better  than  the  ordinary 
quality  procurable  at  common-place  hotels — 
would  be  destructive  to  him  :  and  during  his 
short  purgation  in  the  Bench,  his  cellar — 
hermetically  sealed  against  a  creditor — affords 
him  the  necessary  supplies.  The  term  of  his 
durance  in  course  expires,  his  carriage  {id  est,  his 
w^ife's)  comes  on  the  morning  of  his  deliverance 
— and  the  full  tale  of  his  sufferings  would  not 
extend  beyond  the  limitation  of  exercise  to  an 

*  The  araouut  of  the  detainers  lodged  against  a  debtor  at  the 
office  of  the  Keeper. 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURLS.  37 

area  extensive  as  a  barrack-yard ;  or  Ins  mes- 
senger— accidents,  "few  and  far  between" — 
having  executed  the  daily  order  at  a  second-rate 
fishmonger's,  or  brought  in  to  the  unhappy 
prisoner  strawberries  without  the  dew  upon 
them,  and  asparagus  a  day  old. 

With  two  classes,  let  us  mark  the  working  of 
the  system.  Why  is  the  pauper  confined? 
"  Ex  nihilo,  nihil  Jit," — and  can  aught  be 
expected  from  the  moral  paralysis  of  confine- 
ment but  a  more  hopeless  chance  of  ultimate 
repayment  ?  Leave  the  debtor  a  free  agent,  and 
industry  or  accident  may  fling  fortune  in  his 
path,  and  enable  him  to  discharge  his  obligations. 
Confine  him,  and  he  becomes  a  morbid  limb, 
one  who  "  cumbereth  the  ground" — useless 
to  himself,  and  of  no  benefit  to  the  body  po- 
litic. 

His  time  expires,  he  issues  on  the  world  anew, 
and  in  what  condition  does  he  re-enter  society  ? 
His  clothes  are  in  the  pawnshop — his  tools  sold 
or  pledged  to  pay  the  lawyer  who  brings  him 
"  thro'  the  court," — his  family  have  contracted 
paltry  debts — and,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten, 
he  has  become  a  dissolute  idler,  and  she,  from 
bad  example  and  despair,  a  gin-drinker. 
Follow  the  sad  history  to  its  close — the  work- 
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house  has  its  records,  and  there  you  may  learn 
tlie  finale  of  the  wretched  history. 

Imprison  the  rich  rogue,  and,  at  the 
termination  of  his  allotted  bondage — generally  a 
term  of  six  or  eight  montlis — you  will  sigh  over 
the  trouble  and  expense,  and  murmur  to  yourself 
"  cui  bono  ?"  As  the  fraudulent  tradesman 
takes  Time  by  the  forelock  when  placing  his 
property  beyond  the  reach  of  the  law,  the 
"fast*"  gentleman  sedulously  prepares  to  enjoy 
his  "  otium  cum  dignitate,"  and  in  the  Bench 
make  himself  perfectly  at  home.  There  is 
no  place  on  earth  where  money  will  do  more 
than  in  the  debtor's  prison  ;  and  with  as  much 
facility,  as  a  regiment  was  attainable  for  a  proper 
consideration  in  the  good  old  times  when  Mrs. 
Clark  commanded  the  British  army,  the  fast 
gentleman  buys  out  a  few  poor  devils,  until,  step 
by  step,  he  attains  the  object  of  his  ambition — 
to  wit,  an  apartment  in  the  state-house.  The 
chamber  secured,  he  selects  from  his  own  furni- 
ture— oh  !  no,  from  his  wife's — for  eveiything  is 
the  lady's  property — such  articles  as  he  considers 
will    administer   to    his    comforts.     By   prison 

*  A  favourite  phrase  in  Banco  Reginte  for  flash  fellows  who 
have  overrun  their  incomes — "  Oh  !  he  has  been  only  a  little  too 
fast !» 
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regulations  he  must  not  stock  a  cellar  within  the 
walls,  but  he  establishes  a  depot  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhood  of  the  gate.  He  is 
restricted  by  the  Bench  code  for  the  prevention 
of  drunkenness  and  immorality,  to  what  a  departed 
camarado  of  mine  used  to  term,  "  a  curse-o'-god 
pint,"  but  for  the  consideration  of  a  screw 
of  tobacco,  he  will  obtain  as  many  wine  orders 
for  a  bottle  each  as  he  pleases.  His  lawyer 
intimates  that  judgment  is  signed  against  him  ; 
but,  prudent  man  !  his  house  has  been  put 
in  order — he  is  only  waiting  for  the  rout  ;  and 
he  matters  John  Doe  and  Richard  his  brother-in- 
law,  at  the  value  of  a  home-manufactured  cigar. 
He  is  sold  at  his  own  request  to  Mr.  Lawrence 
Levi  for  a  sovereign,  and  some  City  tavern 
is  named  by  the  betrayer,  where  he  who 
abominateth  swine's  flesh  may  pounce  upon  his 
victim.  All  is  duly  prepared — his  lawyer  has  a 
"  habeas"  ready  for  signature  to  remove  the 
body  of  his  client  to  the  Bench — and  the  legal 
Judas,  namely,  the  clerk,  who  has  sold  him, 
told  that  "  all's  right,"  departs  for  one  of  the 
children  of  promise,  and  the  fast  gentleman 
is  regularly  arrested.  After  half  an  hour's 
detention  in  a  lock-up  house,  the  bailiff  hands 
the  captive  over  to  a  tipstaff  from  the  Bench. 
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There  is  no  huny  to  cross  the  water;  two 
or  three  friends,  also  fast  gentlemen,  have 
promised  to  partake  of  a  parting  dinner  ah'cady 
ordered  at  a  convenient  hotel.  The  tipstaif 
is  accommodated  to  his  satisfaction  at  a  side- 
table — the  bill  of  fare  is  pronounced  blameless — 
and  round  goes  the  bottle,  until  the  official 
functionary  in  the  coruer,  hints  delicately, 
Sol  duplicat  umbras,  which  being  translated, 
means  that  it  is  twilight  and  time  to  toddle 
off.  The  fast  gentleman  protests  against 
immediate  locomotion,  declares  that  a  parting 
bottle  must  be  drunk,  and  attests  the  same  with 
an  oath.  The  ti]>staff  accedes  to  the  request — 
the  claret-jug  is  replenished — and,  after  it  has 
been  exhausted  for  the  second  time,  the  bill 
is  paid,  a  cab  called ;  and  the  fast  gentleman 
taketh  leave  of  his  companions,  and  enters  the 
vehicle,  humming  an  air  from  the  "  Puritani." 
That  night  he  reposes  in  a  clean  chamber, 
termed  a  reception-room,  and  early  next  morning 
is  requested  to  step  into  the  adjoining  lobby 
to  sit  for  his  picture.*  During  the  forenoon, 
his    apartment    in    the    state-house    is    cleaned 

*  Every  fresh  arrival  undergoes  the  following  morning  a  rigid 
examination  by  the  turnkeys.  This  is  termed  "  having  his  pic- 
ture taken." 
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thoroughly — a  few  hours  afterwards  a  van, 
heavily  laden  with  furniture  and  personal 
effects,  arrives.  All  being  properly  bestowed, 
the  fast  gentleman  takes  formal  possession  of 
his  new  residence,  sleeps  soundly,  as  a  man 
should  sleep  who  feels  his  troubles  are  at  an  end, 
and  his  creditors  done  regularly  to  a  turn.  His 
dreams  are  pleasant — so  ever  are  the  visions 
of  the  virtuous — and,  when  he  awakes  and  looks 
around,  he  can  scarcely  persuade  himself  from 
the  identity  of  every  article  that  meets  the  eye, 
that  he  is  not  in  his  own  dressing-room  and  not 
actually  in  quod  and  the  Queen's  Bench. 

Such  are  the  circumstances  attendant  on  the 
advent  of  the  fast  gentleman  ;  and  before  we  give 
a  hurried  sketch  of  that  happier  event,  namely, 
his  emancipation,  we  must  take  a  rapid  review  of 
his  opening  operations  after  being  placed,  in 
prison  parlance,  "  under  the  screw." 

To  touch  pitch  is  to  be  defiled — and  to  breathe 
the  air  of  Portugal  Street,  even  for  a  morning, 
would  cause  the  death  of  a  west-end  practitioner ; 
and  hence  the  fast  gentleman  was  obliged  to  seek 
professional  assistance  from  Emanuel  Brothers,  to 
whom,  in  the  construction  of  a  balance-sheet, 
Solomon  in  all  his  glory  would  have  proved  a 
simpleton.     The  prisoner  was  requested  to  try 
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and  merely  call  to  memory  the  nature  and  extent 
of  his  liabilities — the  expenditure  of  the  insolvent, 
and  all  other  private  matters  connected  with  his 
schedule,  Emanuel  Brothers  would  regulate  them- 
selves, for,  "  Heaven  knew,"  as  the  elder  of  the 
twain  considerately  observed,  *'  gentlemen  in  cjuod 
had  too  much  trouble  in  killing  time  to  allow 
themselves  to  be  bothered  by  the  idle  nonsense  of 
detailing  how  the  deuce  their  money  went  away." 
Two  years  before,  the  fast  gentleman  had  been 
purified  in  Portugal  Street,  and  for  a  sum  that 
might  be  termed  a  sporting  one, — and  to  undergo 
the  same  operation  so  soon  afterwards  and  for  ten 
thousand,  Emanuel  Brothers  feared  might  be  con- 
sidered coming  it  rather  fast.  But  they  would 
do  their  best— one  or  two  transactions  looked  a 
little  nasty — there  was,  however,  one  favourable 
feature  in  the  business — the  fast  gentleman  was 
guiltless  of  paying  his  old  debts,  and  that  would 
be  taken  into  favourable  consideration  by  the 
learned  commissioner.* 

*  On  the  recent  appearance  of  a  gentleman  in  the  Insolvency 
Court,  a  large  sum  was  returned  in  his  schedule,  as  being  paid 
for  debts  contracted  years  before.  "  Why  did  you  pay  debts 
barred  by  your  certificate?"  "I  fancied  the  older  a  debt  was, 
the  sooner  it  should  be  paid,  were  the  claim  honest,"  returned  the 
petitioner.  "  You  were  very  wrong,  sir,"  said  the  Commis- 
sioner; "never  commit  that  fault  again  !" 
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Emanuel  Brothers  prepared  the  accounts — the 
nasty  items  being  judiciously  merged  into  house- 
keeping, travelling,  and  educational  expenses — a 
cab  and  phaeton  were  transmuted  into  a  harp  and 
piano — the  stud  reduced  by  the  half,  and  a  pack 
of  harriers  totally  discarded.  Up  went  the  fast 
gentleman,  stepped  into  the  box  for  the  fifth 
time — and  grave  looked  the  Commissioner  as  he 
muttered,  "  liabilities,  ten  thousand  !  assets,  7iil ! 
What  means  this  ?  and  how  do  you  account  for 
this  large  expenditure,  and  not  one  shilling  avail- 
able for  your  creditors?"  Modestly  the  fast 
gentleman  responded  to  a  question  that  looked 
queer.  He  had  sunk  money  in  a  mine  in 
California,  and  the  Grand  African  Central  Trunk, 
of  which  he,  unhappy  dupe,  was  deputy- chair- 
man, proved  the  deadest  failure  of  the  day.  The 
Commissioner  was  not  quite  satisfied.  To  seek 
minerals  in  California  was,  he  thought,  little 
better  than  speculation ;  and,  although  a  direct 
communication  with  Timbuctoo  mio;ht  be  de- 
sirable  were  it  attained,  he  considered  that  the 
attempt  was  rather  hazardous.  The  case,  in  his 
opinion,  came  under  the  description  of  reckless 
trading,  and  he  must  remand  the  insolvent  for 
six  months. 

"  Ah  !"  said  Emanuel  the  elder,  as  he  squeezed 
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his  client's  hand,  "  I  congratulate  you ;  I  did 
fear  that  you  would  have  a  month  for  every 
tliousand.  But  the  schedule  was  well  managed 
— the  ugly  things  were  all  kept  out  of  sight ;  and 
nobody  could  produce  an  instance  in  wjiich  you 
were  guilty  of  paying  an  old  debt."  He  might 
have  added,  "  or  a  new  one." 

Time  flics,  even  in  a  prison,  provided  your 
purse  wdll  stand  the  tug  of  war ;  and  one  fine 
spring  morning  the  fast  gentleman  bade  the  Bench 
adieu.  The  preparations  to  feast  the  prodigal  son 
were  not  to  l)e  mentioned  in  the  same  day  with 
those  employed  in  Berkeley  Street  to  welcome  the 
emancipated  jail-bird.  Veal  '*  is  a  meat  I  love," 
says  Shakspeare's  Katherine — but  what  is  a  fatted 
calf  to  green  peas  at  a  pound  a  pint,  and  a 
haunch  that  cost  three  guineas  ?  The  company 
was  more  numerous  than  select;  there  was  not  a 
woman  present  that  had  not  given  instructions  in 
book-keeping  to  her  dress-maker ;  and  every 
cavalier  servente  at  the  table,  could  have  made 
his  way  at  midnight  safely  through  the  Bench, 
or  sketched  a  ground-plan  of  the  Fleet  from  vivid 
recollection.  Two  morning's  after,  1  met  the  fast 
gentleman  on  the  Brighton  road,  tooling  his 
family  thither  four-in-hand. 

Asmodeus  stopped  suddenly,   turned  round, 
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and  asked  my  opinion  touching  the  advantages 
arising  from  caging  a  rich  rogue. 

"  As  httle,  my  dear  devil,  as  from  immuring  a 
poor  one.  By  Heaven !  it  is  a  disgrace  to  the 
nation  and  the  age,  that  such  flagitious  laws  as 
the  debtor  should  still  blur  the  statute-book." 

"  My  good  lad,"  returned  he  of  the  twain 
sticks,  "  I  pray  you  not  to  swear;  it  is  a  bad  and 
useless  waste  of  words,  repudiated  by  decent 
society  for  the  last  half  century.  An  oath  jars 
upon  my  ear —  I  am  totally  unused  to  it ;  for  you 
might  perambulate  Pandemonium  for  a  week,  and 
save  from  some  '  rude  captain  of  the  sea,'  or  an 
old-world  commander  who  served  in  Manders  one 
hundred  years  ago,  you  would  not  overhear  an 
imprecation.  But  enough  of  this  :  the  beastly 
negro,  wallowing  in  the  brutal  comforts  he  valued 
most,  was  wept  over  by  a  gang  of  puling  philan- 
thropists, while  the  dungeon-room  in  vAuch  the 
white  slave  pined— poverty  his  only  crime — was 
passed  unheeded  by  some  saintly  scoundrel,  as  he 
hurried  to  a  meeting  of  the  elect,  to  extract  money 
from  the  credulous  fools  who  listened  to  his 
heart-rending  description  of  the  religious  dark- 
ness of  the  Ashantees,  and  the  existence  of  an 
immediate  necessity  of  blowing  the  gospel- 
trumpet   at   Timbuctoo.     The   besetting  sin   of 
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Englisli  cliaracter  is  every  day  evidenced.  Tell 
John  Bull  a  tale  of  misery  which  has  occurred 
abroad,  and  out  comes  his  note-case ;  change  it 
for  one  at  home,  and  he  won't  care  for  it  a  brass 
button." 

"  Upon  my  life,  my  dear  Boiteux,  there  is  very 
much  truth  in  your  remark.  But  why  is  session 
suffered  to  pass  over  after  session — and,  instead 
of  extinguishing  the  detestable  system  of  impri- 
sonment for  debt  utterly  and  for  ever,  public 
time  is  consumed,  and  private  hope  deferred,  by 
some  crotchety  fool  upon  the  woolsack  eternitizing 
the  infernal  nuisance,  by  the  introduction  of  some 
silly  bill  to  amend  that  which  should  be  abolished, 
and  white  over  the  sepulchi'e  whose  foundation 
should  be  razed." 

**  '  Rem  acu,'  my  worthy  demon." 

**  But  T  admit  there  are  difficidties  in  the  case ; 
and  to  some  the  measure  would  not  only  be  un- 
palatable, but  injurious." 

"  And  who  would  estimate  at  a  pin's  fee  the 
opinions  of  such  misbegotten  knaves  ?"  I  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Softly,  my  young  friend.  On  the  abolition 
of  imprisonment  for  debt  you  only  take  a  side- 
view.  Now,  let  me  point  out  the  mischiefs  that 
must  follow." 
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"  Proceed,  mon  cher  Asmodee" 

"Israel  would  be  placed  in  sackcloth  and 
ashes ;  many  a  thriving  solicitor  of  the  black- 
sheep  section  would  be  left  lamenting ;  and  the 
quiet,  well-regulated  operations  of  fast  gentlemen 
would  be  utterly  annihilated." 

"  And   who  the   devil — excuse  me,  I  meant - 
nothing  personal." 

The  little  fellow  bowed;  and  took  a  pinch  of  snufF. 

"  Who  cares,"  I  continued,  passionately,  "  for 
filthy  Jews,  pettyfogging  attorneys,  and  flash 
vagabonds,  only  fitted  to  corps  with  the  swell- 
mob  ?" 

"  Mark  the  certain  consequences  attendant  on 
this  dangerous  experiment :  that  young  advocate, 
Mrs.  Sloman,  must  give  up  her  marine  '  willa'  at 
Heme  Bay,  and  Mrs.  Levy  lay  down  her '  charitt ;' 
young  Mr.  Snobkins,  of  Furnival's,  must  vacate 
an  opera-stall,  and  sport  deaf  adder  to  the  divine 
Jenny — that  nightingale — to  him,  alas  !  no  longer 
audible ;  old  Mr.  Snapper,  who  has  practised 
fifty  years,  and  boasts  that  in  palmy  days  he 
issued  twenty  writs  a- week,  'his  occupation's 
gone !'  he  will  no  longer  be  seen  among  men 
every  evening  at  the  Yorkshire  Stingo,  and  his 
place  (the  corner  chair  in  the  free-and-easy)  will 
be  pressed  by  the  person  of  a  stranger.     You 
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see,  my  friend,  that  upon  the  worthy  personages 
who  have  creditably  Hved  by  issuing,  and  by  exe- 
cuting civil  process,  attendant  occasionally  with 
incivility,  the  visitation  will  be  severe,  but,  upon 
the  order  termed  *  fast  gentlemen'  the  effects  will 
be  exterminating.  A  man  who  could  manage  to 
run  up  five  thousand  in  a  year,  and  wipe  it  off 
the  slate  in  one  brief  month,  and  that  too  at  the 
outlay  of  a  pony, — what  is  to  become  of  him  ? 
Why,  in  the  prime  of  youth  he  will  be  brought 
to  an  untimely  end — un-cabbed,  un-tigered,  his 
short  visits  effected  by  an  Irish  tandem,  one  leg 
before  the  other ;  his  more  distant  movements, 
executed  on  the  roof  of  an  omnibus  !  In  a  word, 
he  will  be  altogether  done.  Did  he  look  at  a 
carriage  on  show,  the  builder  would  order  him  to 
be  kicked  out; — did  he  present  his  person  to  a 
West-end  tailor,  a  policeman  would  be  hinted  at. 
He  cannot  dig  ;  to  beg  he  is  ashamed.  Is  he  to 
turn  peripatetic  tea-merchant,  bind  himself  to  a 
thimble-rigger,  or  derniere  ressource,  advertise 
for  a  wife  in  the  "  Sunday  Times  ?"  Should  he 
essay  the  latter,  alas  !  Corder,  of  Red  Barn  me- 
mory, has  put  a  stopper  on  that  once  prosperous 
trade.  Although  his  advertisement  has  fifty 
answers,  forty-eight  will  require  him  to  peram- 
bulate some  square  with  a  stone-coloured  kid- 
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glove  upon  his  left  hand,  or  a  white  cainelia  in 
his  button-hole.  These  are  hoaxes,  but  there 
may  be  two  realities  among  the  lot.  No.  1  in- 
timates, that  she  is  sixty — hale  for  her  time  of 
life — has  as  many  pounds  in  St,  Martin's  saving- 
bank  as  she  reckons  summers — and  can  produce 
testimonials  for  forty  years.  She  adds,  in  P.S., 
'  Mine  is  an  offer  not  to  be  sneezed  at.'  No.  2  is 
the  sweetest  girl  in  existence,  and,  anno  fEtatis, 
she  is  twenty-three.  To  make  her  home  a  para- 
dise would  be  her  ambition.  She  has  been  told 
that  she  is  handsome — plays  a  little  on  the  accor- 
dion— has  no  money,  but  distant  expectations 
from  an  imcle  who  sailed  thirty  years  ago  on  a 
whaling  voyage,  and  never  was  heard  of  since. 

"  Well,  matrimony  wont  do, — thimble-rigging 
is  in  the  hands  of  able  professors, — the  fast 
gentleman,  in  despair,  applies  and  obtains  an 
humble  and  honest  crust,— his  probation  is  but 
limited,  for  in  one  short  month  accident  places 
some  hundreds  in  his  hands,  to  be  carried  home 
to  his  employer.  Relaxed  principles  wont  bear 
temptation,  and  he  levants  to  Paris, — changes  his 
outer  man,  sports  false  whiskers  and  imperial, 
— is  gallant  and  lordly  in  his  habits, — receives  an 
introduction  to  a  danseuse, — dabbles  with  a  lady 
at  roulette   in   the    Palais  Royal, — and,  in  ten 

VOL.    II.  D 
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days,  on  taking  stock,  is  marvellously  surprised 
to  find  that  the  £500  he  cut  his  lucky  with,  is 
absolutely  reduced  to  £50  ! 

"  Rather  '  fast '  that  in  a  flying  visit  like  the 
present.  He  is  marvelling  how  true  the  text  is, 
that  riches  will  take  wings  and  flee  away,  when 
his  meditations  are  interrupted  by  the  entrance 
of  Mr.  John  Forrester,  with  a  pressing  invitation 
for  the  fast  gentleman  to  hold  a  palaver  with  the 
great  unaccountable  at  the  ]\Iansion  House.  He 
recrosses  channel  within  the  fortnight, — sojourn- 
eth  in  Newgate  for  another, — is  told  his  fortune 
at  the  Old  Bailey, — the  Recorder  bids  him  an 
aftecthig  farewell, — and  he  proceeds,  by  first  ship, 
for  the  period  of  his  natural  life,  to  Australasia. 
There,"  said  the  devil  with  a  smile,  "  is  a  pretty 
terrfiination  to  the  career  of  a  gentleman  who  was 
merely  *  a  little  fast !'  " 

"  May  the  fate  of  every  scoundrel  of  the  kind 
be  similar  1"  I  exclaimed. 

"  I  have  been  fancy-sketching,"  continued  the 
little  gentleman  upon  two  sticks  ;  "  but  the  devil 
never  jests,  without  his  joke  contains  a  meaning. 
There's  a  tea-party  at  Exeter  Hall  to  Christianize 
the  Hottentots,  and  as  I  am  a  subscriber,  I'll 
drop  in  there  for  half-an-hour.  Before  we  se- 
parate, however,  as  I  have  instanced  the  demora- 
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lisation  incident  to  this  place  on  dispositions 
radically  corrupt,  I  will  evidence,  by  brief  bio- 
graphy, the  pestilential  effects  of  the  debtor 
system  upon  men  whose  honour  was  unsullied 
when  they  Avere  caged  in  this  '  slough  of  despond,' 
and  exposed  to  the  contagious  influence  of  the 
'  villanous  company'  who  infest  the  place. 

"  See  that  unhappy  youth,  with  a  raquet  in  hi^ 
hand,  whose  bare  neck  and  unbraced  trowsers 
proclaim  indifference  to  conventional  custom,  and 
denote  the  hardened  jail-bird.  That  lad, — he  is 
still  beardless,  as  you  may  remark,  for  the  sickly 
moustache  refuses  all  attempts  at  cultivation, — 
in  two  brief  years  has  squandered  thirty  thousand 
pounds,  and  reduced  a  dotingly  fond  mother  to 
the  verge  of  death.  That  boy's  principles  were 
virtually  good,  and  his  education  was  moral,  as  it 
was  Hberal.  At  twenty  he  had  a  yearning  to  see 
the  metropolis,  and  a  too-indulgent  parent  re- 
luctantly yielded  her  assent.  Like  the  traveller 
in  Scripture,  poor  wretch,  in  his  way  to  town  he 
fell  among  thieves.  He  had  neither  suspicion  or 
concealment,  and  the  scoundrels  readily  ascer- 
tahied  all  they  wanted  to  be  informed  of,  namely, 
that  he  would  be  entitled  to  £30,000  on  attain- 
ing his  majority. 

"  To  detail  the  systematic  plans  by  which  this 
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abandoned  youth  was  led  insensibly  to  ruin, 
would  occupy  an  evening.  At  a  clumsy  scoun- 
drel he  might  have  taken  fright,  and  have  escaped 
from  the  net  of  the  fowler.  But  his  victimisers 
were  of  the  ordo  called  fast  gentlemen,  fellows  of 
easy  manner,  and  unblushing  impudence,  and, 
with  admirable  tact,  they  led  him  by  the  paths 
of  pleasure  into  those  of  vice,  and  the  road  to 
ruin  led  him  to  the  Bench  soon  afterwards. 

"  In  vain,  and  for  months,  had  his  heart- 
broken mother  implored  him  to  return.  He 
pleaded  want  of  means ;  but  that  want  was  in- 
stantly and  liberally  supplied.  Again  and  again, 
the  same  excuse  for  continued  absence  was  urged 
and  removed,  until  shame  forbade  him  to  plead 
it  longer.  He  was  enthralled  by  "  a  demon  in 
an  angel's  form,"  and  on  the  loveliest  and  most 
profligate  impure  that  London  could  produce, 
the  foredoomed  boy  lavished  a  first  love,  and 
annihilated  a  goodly  fortune. 

"  At  ruinous  interest  ten  thousand  pounds  was 
raised,  of  which  nominal  sum,  probably  a  third 
had  passed  through  the  hands  of  the  reckless 
boy.  The  day  he  came  of  age,  he  validated 
securities  previously  not  worth  the  paper  they 
were  recorded  on  ;  and,  within  a  week,  he  found 
himself  rather  unexpectedly  in  the  morning  in  a 
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lock-up  house,  and  in  the  evening  bivouacked 
within  the  Bench. 

"In  effecting  the  first  grand  movement  to 
consummate  his  ruin,  moral  and  monetary,  the 
fast  gentlemen  operated  through  the  agency  of 
others,  and  the  unhappy  victim  remained  under 
the  fixed  delusion,  that  these  scoundrels  were  his 
friends.  As  to  his  beautiful  companion,  he 
might  have  held  suspicious  "  that  the  stars  were 
fire,"  the  motion  of  the  earth,  anything,  every- 
thing, except  her  love  ;  and  yet  that  female  gout 
was  leagued  with  the  scoundrels,  took  a  triplicate 
portion  of  the  plunder,  and  with  her  own  hand 
mixed  and  administered  the  stupefying  draughts 
which  rendered  the  poor  fool  unconscious,  while 
the  work  of  plunder  was  going  on. 

"  For  two  years  after  he  attained  his  majority, 
his  time  was  pretty  evenly  divided  between  a 
room  in  the  Bench  and  a  west-end  hotel.  One 
week  you  would  find  him  in  Limmer's  or  the 
Brunswick,  the  next  occupying  number  this  or 
that,  in  one  staircase  or  other,  excepting  when 
placed  for  rioting  or  drunkenness  in  the  strong- 
room. On  every  visit  to  the  Bench,  he  left  it  a 
more  demoralized  and  desperate  man,  and  he 
who  was  heir  two  years  ago  to  thirty  thousand 
pounds,  is  now  supported  by  a  joint  weekly  con- 
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tribution  from  Miss  Louisa  Turner  and  tlie  two 
fast  gentlemen,  who,  on  the  produce  of  this  heart- 
less robbery,  have  opened  a  fashionable  hell,  and 
entered  extensively  into  "  bill-discounting." 

"  I  marv^el,  that  the  ruffian  confederacy  now, 
that  they  have  plucked  him  bare,  do  not  leave 
the  wretched  youth  to  starve,"  I  observed. 

"  And  so  they  would,  without  doubt  or  the 
least  compunction.  But  they  have  ulterior  views. 
The  vulture  smells  carrion  afar  off,  and  fresh 
blood  may  be  extracted  from  veins  for  a  season 
dried.  Stay,  listen,  and  from  the  lips  of  the  lost 
prodigal,  you  may  discover  why  these  '  honest 
lagos '  are  so  kind." 

"  '  You  say  I  went  it  fast,'  said  the  miserable 
wretch,  with  the  raquet  in  his  hand.  *  That  I 
did,  and  were  it  to  be  done  again,  I  would  go  it 
still  faster.  D — n  me,  I  had  a  comfortable  letter 
this  morning  from  the  country,  the  writer  an  old 
pal,  and  a  regular  trump,  too.  He  tells  me  the 
old  girl  is  booked  for  kingdom  come,  and  no 
mistake ;  for  since  I  was  before  the  beaks,  last 
month,  for  the  false  pretence  affair  they  couldn't 
prove,  she  has  never  raised  her  head.  Well,  in 
a  race  to  Heaven,  I'd  back  her  against  the  field. 
I  wonder  will  she  drop  off  the  hooks  before 
Epsom  day?      If  she  does,   won't  I  take  Lou 
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down  in  style.  Whether  she  hangs  out  another 
month  or  not,  why,  in  the  end,  it  will  be  all  the 
same,  I'll  collar  thirty  thousand  more ;  mine 
under  father's  will,  when  mother's  sodded. 
That's  a  comfort  The  devil  himself  can't  come 
between  me  and  the  money.' " 

"  And  have  you  any  designs  upon  this  affec- 
tionate and  very  interesting  young  gentleman  ?" 
T  enquired  from  Asmodeus  with  a  smile. 

"  I  abjure  the  reprobate  altogether.  Heartless 
ruffian  !  That  dying  woman  is  wearying  Heaven 
with  her  prayers  for  the  young  wretch's  reform- 
ation, and  the  last  words  her  parting  breath  will 
utter,  will  be  an  appeal  to  the  mercy- seat  for 
pardon.  Oh !  if  murder  be  a  crime  almost 
beyond  the  pale  of  forgiveness,  how  will  the 
audit  stand  of  him,  who,  by  worse  than  Indian 
cruelty —  mental  torture — consigned  to  the  grave 
the  being  that  gave  him  birth  ?" 

At  that  moment  the  bell  rang. 

"  What  means  that  *  loud  alarum  ?' " 

"  Not,  my  young  friend,  '  to  summon  sinful 
man  to  pray,'  but  to  the  beer-shop,  which  will 
now  remain  open  for  an  hour.  Did  you  wish  to 
study  the  varied  elements  of  Avhich  human 
character  is  composed,  you  could  not  have 
selected   a  more   fitting   time.      Mark   ye  that 
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attenuated  old  man,  tottering,  jug  in  hand,  to- 
wards the  tap  ?" 

"  I  do.  Oh !  what  a  heart  of  adamant  the 
wTetch  must  have,  who  could  detain  a  fellow- 
being  here,  from  appearances,  balanced  on  the 
brink  of  eternity." 

"  That  adamantine  personage  is  himself,  and 
here  and  elsewhere,  for  a  solitar}'  debt  under  a 
hundred  pounds,  he  has  remained  in  durance  for 
a  quarter  of  a  century  !  He  has  lands,  houses, 
moneys  in  the  funds — more  wealth  than  he  him- 
self imagines." 

"Impossible!  incredible!"  I  exclaimed. 

"  A  fact  I  fancy  will  render  you  a  true  be- 
liever. For  nearly  twenty  years  he  suffered 
himself  to  be  immured  in  the  Fleet ;  his  room,  or 
rather  den,  being  in  an  underground  lobby  called 
'the  Fair.'  All  considered  him  a  wretched 
pauper  ;  but  some  Jews — and  were  money  at  the 
antipodes,  a  Jew  would  nose  it — found  out  the 
secret  of  his  wealth.  On  the  sabbath  he  went 
regularly  to  church,  and  that  was  the  day  they 
selected,  on  which  to  commit  the  robbery.  They 
easily  succeeded ;  carried  off  nearly  two  thousand 
sovereigns,  and  yet  left  their  task  half  done ;  for 
in  the  same  trunk,  and  folded  within  the  leaves 
of  an    old    book  without   a    cover,    nearly   five 
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thousand  pounds  in  bank  notes  had  been  de- 
posited. In  searching  for  the  gold,  they  flung  a 
volume  richer  than  the  rarest  black-letter  in 
existence,  carelessly  upon  the  floor ;  and  there, 
on  his  return  from  church,  the  old  man  found 
the  larger  portion  of  his  treasure." 

"  And  can  burglary  be  committed  within  these 
guarded  walls  ?"  I  asked  in  some  surprise. 

"Ay,  and  name  the  crime  that  has  not — 
murder  not  excepted.  I  have  no  time  at  present, 
to  dip  into  the  darker  secrets  of  the  prison-house  ; 
and  with  one  anecdote  more,  illustrative  of 
Hebrew  audacity,  I  shall  take  my  leave. 

"  I  need  scarcely  apprize  you,  that  for  the  safe 
keeping  of  his  prisoners,  the  governor  is  ac- 
countable ;  and  should  a  debtor  effect  his  escape, 
he,  the  keeper,  would  be  liable  to  his  creditors 
for  every  shilling  under  which  he  had  been  placed 
in  custody. 

"  One  evening,  at  twilight,  a  captive,  wrapped 
in  a  military  cloak,  was  brought  to  the  lobby  of 
the  Fleet  prison,  and  given  into  custody  for  a 
debt  verging  on  two  thousand  pounds ;  and,  in 
less  than  half  an  horn-,  two  detainers  for  heavy 
sums  were  also  lodged  in  the  office  against  the 
prisoner.  On  a  sharp  but  cursory  inspection,  he 
appeared  to  be  a  foreigner.   His  dark  hair  curled 

D  3 
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over  his  collar ;  his  whiskers  were  exuberant ; 
and  moustache  and  imperial,  on  most  extensive 
scales,  left  but  a  trifling  portion  of  his  coun- 
tenance visible.  He  bore  his  trouble  as  befitted 
man  ;  enquired  for  the  coffee-room  ;  gave  grand- 
iloquent orders  for  the  immediate  hire  of  a  room  ; 
intimated  that  captivity  had  not  taken  away  his 
appetite  ;  and  while  he  dined,  the  prison  should 
be  carefully  searched  for  an  apartment,  fitted  and 
furnished  in  every  respect,  for  the  reception  of  a 
gentleman. 

"  Presently  the  hour  for  strangers  to  depart 
Avas  announced  by  crier  and  bellman,  and  the 
crowd,  egressing  through  the  lobby,  as  usual, 
was  great.  All  who  wished  to  quit  the  prison 
had  departed,  and  a  turnkey  sought  the  coffee- 
room  to  announce  to  the  captive-bird  that  a 
suitable  cage  had  been  found  for  him.  But  no 
captive  was  there  ;  they  said  that  a  foreigner  had 
ordered  an  expensive  dinner ;  it  had  been  waiting 
for  an  hour;  and  none  had  come  to  claim  it. 
Suspicion  changed  to  loud  alarm ;  the  prison 
was  diligently  searched  ;  the  bird  had  flown ; 
for  the  blue  cloak  which  wrapped  his  person,  as 
well  as  wig,  beard,  and  moustache  that  had  so 
well  concealed  his  face,  were  found  in  a  dark 
corner  of  the  skittle-ground.    He  had  passed  the 
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lobby  unnoticed  in  the  crowd,  and  the  marshal 
was  fixed  for  over  three  thousand  pounds. 

"  Next  day,  the  creditors  commenced  separate 
actions  for  escape,  and  it  was  believed  that  their 
success  must  prove  certain.  But  a  trifling  over- 
sight betrayed  the  deep-laid  plot.  The  conspiracy 
was  gradually  developed,  and  in  the  end,  the 
caitif  Israelites  incurred  nothing  but  loss  of 
money  and  disgrace.  But  it  was  by  the  mere 
chapter  of  accidents  that  the  old  marshal  escaped 
unscathed,  from  one  of  the  best  devised  plans  for 
wholesale  robbery,  that  ever  a  Jew  devised  and 
executed." 


SKETCH     III. 

A  collection  of  some  three  hundred  persons 
composes,  in  the  present  day,  the  body  politic 
of  the  Queen's  Bench,  and  divers  are  the  ofFend- 
ings  for  which  in  Banco  Regince,  each  and 
every  has  been  accommodated  with  a  residence, 
exempt  from  rent  and  taxes.  The  glory  of  the 
Fleet  is  departed,  like  Nineveh.  Antiquarians, 
in  another  century,  w^ill  fall  out  about  its  locality, 
and  except  by  an  octogenarian  sheriflPs'-officer 
its  whereabouts   will  be  lost  in  the   stream  of 
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time.  Totally  annihilated,  a  wall  half  pulled 
down,  and  denuded  of  its  chevaux-de-frize,  and 
plaistered  over  with  posting-bills,  obscurely 
raarks  the  enceinte  of  the  building,  for  the 
Woods  and  Forests  have  done  more  in  demoli- 
tion in  one  brief  month,  than  John  Knox  and  his 
iconoclasts  could  have  effected  in  a  year. 

Witli  that  sickly  survivor  of  twin  sisters,  the 
Bench — stat  nominis  umbra — where  be  the  seven 
hundred  occupants  who  some  few  years  since  te- 
nanted the  prison  ?  and  where  the  other  hvmdreds, 
extra-murals,  who  resided  nominally  within  the 
rules  ?  Where  are  the  Coventrys,  the  Wellesleys, 
the  Jack  Myttons,  and  the  Gompertzs,  who  spent 
their  ten  thousands  within  its  walls  or  its  pur- 
lieus ?  You  would  enquire  for  them  in  vain,  and 
twenty  or  thirty  state  jail-birds,  a  couple  of 
hundred  smugglers  and  swindling  shop-keepers, 
a  dozen  soi-disant  captains,  colonels,  and  men 
of  fashion,  i.  e.  bonnets  and  employes  of  the  hells, 
two  or  three  degraded  clergymen,  double  the 
amount  of  lawyers,  a  few  honest  men  in  business 
and  about  as  many  out  of  it,  the  return  will  be 
complete,  and  voila,  the  Queen's  benchers  ! 

There  are  men  here,  chancery  prisoners, 
whose  imprisonment,  in  an  advanced  state  of 
moral  reform,  as  we  boast  our's  to  be,  \vould 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  61 

approach  the  alleged,  ay,  and  the  proven  cruel- 
ties, perpetrated  in  the  times  of  the  last  three 
Louis,  for  the  lettres  de  cachet,  then,  were 
scarcely  more  stringent  than  the  Ca  Sa,  since, 
and  the  wretch  incarcerated  in  Fleet  or  Bench, 
was  hopelessly,  but  more  openly  locked  in  his 
living  grave,  than  if  he  had  tenanted  a  dungeon 
in  the  Bastille. 

This  is  no  fanciful  sketch.  I  see  at  this 
moment,  an  old  feeble,  squalid,  attenuated  man, 
pmiiping  his  kettle  full,  who  has  been  thirty-six 
years  detained  for  some  alleged  contumacy  which 
the  keeper  of  the  Great  Seal  has  decided  shall 
constitute  an  offence  worthy  of  eternal  imprison- 
ment. Ask  him,  poor  wretch  !  the  story  of  his 
wrongs,  and  a  memory,  stretched  beyond  half  a 
century,  by  some  twenty  years,  has  become  so 
confused,  that  he  cannot  himself  comprehend 
the  cause  of  his  detention.  He  will  wander 
discursively  from  the  commencement  of  his 
living-burial  to  its  middle  epoch,  and  then  he 
will  add,  that  he  cannot  exactly  recollect  the 
rest.  Lawyer  A.  put  him  in,  and  Lawyer  B. 
engaged  to  get  him  out.  Lawyer  C.  got  posses- 
sion of  his  papers,  and  Lawyer  D,  could  do 
nothing  without  them.  He  will  run  through 
all  the  numerals  in  the  alphabet,  to  tell  you  the 
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names  of  other  harpies  who,  from  time  to  time, 
pocketed  his  money  and  rivetted  his  chains. 
Some  of  them  are  dead,  one  is  transported.  Ask 
him  what  were  their  proceedings?  Whether 
friendly  or  hostile  he  forgets.  He  "  babbles  of 
green  fields,"  for  he  was  a  farmer,  but  expresses 
a  wish  to  die  within  the  dull  brick  walls  which 
encompass  him ;  for  were  he  turned  out,  he 
would  be  helpless,  forlorn,  a  cast-a-away  upon 
the  world,  for  not  an  early  acquaintance  is  left ; 
and  five-and-twenty  years  ago,  the  survivors  of 
his  family  emigrated,  and  he  forgets  to  what 
country  1 

"  What  means  this  ?"  will  be  a  natural  inquiry. 
Simply,  that  this  silly  old  man  litigated  some  real 
or  imaginary  right  to  a  cottage  and  garden,  not 
worth  an  annual  ten  pounds  fee ;  that  one 
rascal  of  the  law,  threw  it  into  chancery,  and 
another  counselled  him,  the  prisoner,  to  oppose 
the  proceedings  of  this  court  of  equity.  A  pro- 
ductive farm,  that  realized  a  steady  three  hun- 
dred pounds  a-year,  was  sacrificed  in  the  boot- 
less contest;  and  for  six-and-thirty  years,  the 
wretched  man  has  been  a  burden  to  the  country, 
as  far  as  lodging  and  food  will  go.  Do  you 
consider  the  picture  over- drawn  ?  Go  to  the 
Bench. 
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"  Mon  cher  Asmodeus,  you  seem  excited. 
It  is  all  professional  jealousy  ;  for  yon,  tlie  lawyers 
and  tlie  Levis,  if  rnmonr  may  be  trusted,  row 
quietly  in  the  same  boat." 

"I  deny  it,"  exclaimed  the  little  imp.  "I 
believe  that  '  few  and  far  between,'  there  may 
have  been  a  semi-honest  solicitor.  I  knew  one 
myself;  he  died  in  penury,  and  was  bnried  by 
the  parish.  But  to  insinuate  that  a  personage 
like  myself,  moving  in  the  best  circle  in  Pande- 
monium, vide  the  '  Demonolical  Court  Journal,' 
should  directly  or  indirectly,  hold  converse, 
acquaintanceship,  or  even  distant  knowledge  of 
or  with  denaturalized  Galileans,  and  immediate 
descendants  from  the  impenitent  thief ;  I  really, 
sir,  must  demand  an  apology  on  the  spot." 

"  Which  I  most  willingly  accede  to.  Shall  it 
be  verbal,  written,  or  printed  in  the  first  column 
of 'the  Times?'" 

"  The  amende  honorable,  so  promptly  delivered, 
is  quite  enough,  and  I  really  have  doubts 
whether  the  Thunderer,  that  is  the  name  we 
give  '  The  Times'  below," — and  the  little  two- 
sticked  man  pointed  towards  the  antipodes  with 
a  finger  furnished  with  an  unquestionable  bril- 
liant,— "  would  insert,  though  paid  for  it  liberally 
an  advertisement,  were  it  addressed  '  to  the  devik' 
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Would  you  credit  it  ?  Among  the  lower  classes, 
we  are  held  to  be  upon  a  par  with  an  attorney  1" 

Asniodeus  directed  a  look  at  me,  which 
expressed  the  deepest  indignation,  but  assured 
me  nevertheless  that  this  libelous  belief  was 
universal.  Then  having  applied  his  fingers  to 
his  snuff-box,  he  thus  continued  : 

"  AVithout  the  judicious  contrast  of  hght  and 
shade  a  picture  would  be  valueless.  Criminal 
statistics  have  extensive  varieties,  and  to  under- 
stand the  ttue  working  of  the  debtor  laws  of 
England,  first  view  its  infant  development  in 
the  Bench,  follow  its  progress,  and  mark  its 
consummation  in  the  Court  of  Insolvency  ;  for 
there,  finis  coronal  opus,  if  the  victimizer  restricts 
himself  to  common-place  swindling.  But  this 
generally  requires  more  forbearance  than  he  can 
command,  and  particularly  shoidd  he  be  an 
adept  in  cahgraphy.  Should  a  man  want  a  pipe 
or  two  of  port,  when  there  are  hundreds  and 
thousands  lying  in  the  docks,  and  attainable  by 
the  simple  process  of  fiUing  up  a  wine  war- 
rant. If  the  gentleman  operates  in  '  bits  of  stiff,' 
obtains  money  upon  bills,  w^hich  he  has  got  hold 
of  under  false  pretences,  should  the  name  of  the 
drawer  of  the  note  look  a  little  queer,  and  that 
of  the  acceptor  a  Httle   queerer,  what  in   this 
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difficulty  can  the  thief  do  to  overcome  the 
scruples  of  the  receiver  ?  Why  add  but  an  en- 
dorsement or  two,  and  the  paper  then  becomes 
quite  respectable.  People  might  question  the 
honesty  of  taking  a  liberty  with  the  name  of  an 
acquaintance,  but  is  there  a  man  who  has  lived 
in  this  world  long  enough  to  reach  manhood, 
and  enter  freely  into  the  business  of  life,  who 
will  gainsay  the  pain  attendant  on  declining 
compliance  with  a  request  made  him  by  a  friend  ? 
A  rabid  dog  does  not  evince  greater  horror  at  the 
sight  of  w^ater,  than  many  persons  recoil  from 
exhibiting  their  penmanship  across  a  stamp. 
Well,  if  one  knows  that  this  peculiarity  exists, 
why  tease  a  nervous  gentleman  unnecessarily  ? 
Just  write  the  name  and  say  nothing  ;  and  the 
nearer  the  signature  approaches  the  autograph  of 
your  friend,  the  surprise  of  being  on  paper  will 
be  enhanced,  when  the  elegant  imitation  is  sub- 
mitted by  a  banker's  runner  for  his  inspec- 
tion. 

"  Early  prejudices  are  hard  to  overcome,  and 
many  a  narrow-principled  young  gentleman,  on 
his  first  introduction  to  this  establishment  of  our 
sovereign  lady,  holds  such  antediluvian  notions 
of  the  thing  which  he  is  pleased  to  term  common 
honesty,  that  he   would   tell  you   additions  or 
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alterations  to  a  bill  were  absolutely  felonious. 
Let  him  but  for  a  year  or  two  associate  with  the 
respectable  society  he  will  meet  with  here, — by 
the  way,  he  will  find  the  fashionable  circle  of  the 
place  any  thing  but  exclusive, — and  at  the  end 
of  the  twelvemonth,  I  will  bet  one  hundred 
pounds,  if  any  one  will  lend  me  the  money,  that 
he  will  admit  that  polishing  *  a  bit  of  stiff"  with  a 
friend's  name,  to  render  it  more  marketable,  is 
as  innocent  an  operation  as  retouching  a  picture 
before  you  submit  it  for  the  inspection  of  a  con- 
noisseur. 

"  In  the  manipulation  of  a  stamp,  much  deli- 
cacy, however,  is  required.  Although  you  must 
not  appropriate  a  china  orange  without  payment, 
the  law  of  England  generously  permits  you  to 
steal  a  bill  with  impunity.  Still,  under  this 
gracious  privilege  conceded  to  the  ingenious, 
dansjer  lurks  concealed.  The  line  of  demarcation 
between  a  swindling  transaction  and  transport- 
able offence,  is  so  finely  drawn,  that  one  step 
over  the  boundary  will  send  you  safe  to  Austral- 
asia. Where,  therefore,  one  false  move  may  prove 
so  ruinous,  see  what  advantages  to  the  body 
politic  must  arise  from  a  short  probation  in  the 
Bench.  The  neophyte,  commencing  a  trade, 
dangerous   as    Shakspeare    describes    samphire- 
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picking,  will  here  be  indoctrinated  in  the  art  of 
living  on  his  wits,  by  men  of  honour  who  have 
followed  the  profession  through  the  last  quarter 
of  a  century.  He  who  came  raw  within  the 
walls  but  a  few  brief  months  ago,  will  start  upon 
the  world  after  a  short  novitiate,  with  practical 
instructions  that  shall  enable  him  to  *  do  brown' 
any  tradesman  he  shall  encounter.  Unless  he 
draws  it  overstrong,  his  career  may  be  brief,  but 
it  will  be  brilliant ;  he  will  return  to  the  place 
from  whence  he  came,  to  complete  his  education. 
In  six  or  eight  weeks  more,  let  him  present  him- 
self in  Portugal-street,  de  novo,  and  if  he  can  but 
satisfy  the  chief  commissioner  that  he  is  guiltless 
of  paying  an  old  and  honest  debt,  he  will  be  re- 
turned to  society  clean  as  a  whistle,  and  with 
greater  experience  in  teaching  book-keeping  on 
an  extended  scale,  to  dealers  and  chapmen, 
whether  in  town  or  country." 

The  frightful  effects  of  imprisonment  in  debtors' 
jails  has  been  faithfully  delineated  a  century  ago 
by  Fielding  and  Smollett,  and,  up  to  a  recent 
period,  when  a  partial  reform  was  introduced  by 
a  wise  and  salutary  legislative  enactment,  to 
purify,  quantum  valeat,  the  Queen's  Bench,  or 
more  poetically,  cleanse  this  Augean  stable,  every 
species  of  vice  and  crime  were  perpetrated  within 
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these  walls.  Corrupted  principles,  instilled  by 
precept  and  example,  eradicated  the  "  still,  small 
voice"  of  conscience,  which  feebly  whispered  in 
the  bosom  of  the  youthful  prodigal,  that  impni- 
dence  and  dishonesty  were  different  offendings, 
that  misfortune  teaches  wisdom,  and  the  sad  re- 
collection of  past  folly  might  yet  redeem  "  the 
ruin  he  had  wrought,"  and  eventually  restore 
him  to  society.  His  better  angel  at  times  would 
warn  the  captive,  that  extravagance  had  not  de- 
prived him  of  caste,  and,  that  with  honest  exer- 
tion, he  might  yet  remove  the  debtor-burthen 
from  his  back,  and  reclaim  his  lost  position  ;  while 
one  foul  act  would  close  his  moral  history,  as 

"  Honor,  like  life,  once  lost,  is  lost  for  ever." 

But  wouhl  not  these  lov^^  whisperings  of  prin- 
ciple be  speedily  overpowered  in  the  general 
encouragement,  that  urged  folly  on  to  crime? 
and  the  tainted  atmosphere  of  a  den  of  infamy, 
blight,  beyond  recovery,  the  morale  of  the 
wretched  youth  exposed  to  all  its  damning  con- 
tamination ? 

In  the  criminal  statistics  of  Newgate,  the  open- 
ing of  many  a  vicious  career,  that  closed  in 
ignominious  death,  to  this  place  might  be  traced 
back  easily  ;  facilis  descensus  averni,  and  a  room 
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in  the  Bench  not  infrequently  led  the  occupant 
by  easy  steps,  to  "  sleep  his  last  sleep"  in  the 
condemned  cell. 

Criminal  instruction  was  not  confined  to  thim- 
ble-rigging and  sleight-of-hand.  Here,  many  a 
note  was  forged,  and  here  many  a  base  coin  was 
fabricated  ;  and  the  celebrated  halfpenny,  by 
which  low  gamblers  still  cheat  at  "pitch  and 
toss,"  was  invented  and  manufactured,  when 
within  these  walls,  by  the  celebrated  Captain 
Montgomery. 

The  general  description  of  the  place,  as  it  was 
some  dozen  years  ago,  will  be  best  understood 
from  an  extracted  passage  in  a  prisoner's  peti- 
tion, laid  on  the  table  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
After  the  preliminary  forms,  the  statement  thus 
proceeds : — 

"  That  the  Prison which  had  become 

the   most   extensive   and   brothel   of  the 

metropolis ;  that  the  services  in  the  prison  are 
neglected  or  indecorously  administered,  and  the 
restraints  and  consolations  of  religion,  so  vitally 
important  in  an  institution  such  as  the  warden 
has  long  presided  over,  are  weakened  or  placed 
out  of  the  reach  of  its  inmates ;  that  corruption 
of  manners  and  morals,  prostitution,  drunkenness, 
with  its  consequent  disease  and  death,  gambhng 
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and  robbery,  are  all  grievously  and  inevitably 
extended  under  this  negligent  and  vicious  system 
of  Prison  Government ;  thus  adding  to  the  un- 
avoidable wretchedness  and  distress  of  imprison- 
ment for  debt,  and  during  the  long  period  of  its 
continuance  diffusing  ruinous  effects,  more  or 
less,  over  a  mass  of  more  than  fifty  thousand  in- 
dividuals, committed  by  the  Court  of  Queen's 
Bench  to  the  custody  of  this  officer ;  and,  also, 
over  the  suffering,  once  innocent,  but  in  too  many 
instances  corrupted  families  of  many  of  those 
unhappy  individuals."* 

Bad  as  the  place  is  still,  what  must  have  been 
its  quondam  state  when  no  restrictive  regidations 
classified  its  infamous  community?  The  con- 
victed rogue  consorted  with  the  simpleton, 
snapped  up  under  mesne  process,  by  a  west-end 
tradesman,  who  had  first  led  the  silly  boy  into 
debt,  and  pounced  upon  him,  when  he,  poor 
fool !  fancied  himself  in  full  security.  The  victim 
of  the  swindler — the  man  not  wilfully  but  acci- 
dentally unfortunate — the  careless  sailor — the 
broken  soldier  were  torn  from  their  homes,  and 
indiscriminately  herded  in  the  same  small  cell 

*  A  fashionable  swindler,  capitally  convicted  of  forgery,  who 
anticipated  the  hangman,  the  night  before  be  was  to  suffer,  by 
swallowing  poison  in  his  ceil. 
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with  some  couple  of  scoundrels  whose  escape  from 
the  gallows,  or  evasion  of  the  hulks,  was  consi- 
dered by  their  ruffian  confreres  as  events  almost 
miraculous.  This  enormity  in  punishment  in- 
flicted upon  poverty,  was  effected  by  the  thing 
called  "  chumming,"  or  huddling  of  tw^o  or  three 
people  into  the  same  room,  regardless  of  every 
conventional  or  criminal  distinction.  The  reduced 
gentleman  might  find  in  his  strange  bedfellow 
some  discarded  groom  ;  and  the  proud  spirit, 
who  had  crowned 

"  The  imminent  deadly  breach," 

be  confederated  with  scoundrels,  in  thieves' 
parlance,  known  by  the  title  of  "  macers  and 
mags  men." 

But  this,  infernal  system  was  not  confined  to 
the  imprudent  and  unfortunate  ;  for,  as  it  has 
been  truthfully  observed,  in  half  the  cases  of  im- 
prisonment for  debt,  woman  is  the  sufferer.  Will 
man  confide  the  secret  of  his  difficulties  to  her 
whose  happiness  he  tenderly  regards,  and  to 
Avhom  a  disclosure  of  embarrassment  would  oc- 
casion the  most  poignant  misery  ?  The  storm, 
poor  wretch  !  he  fancies  may  blow  over ;  and, 
until  hope  is  ended,  in  mercy  to  the  feelings  of 
her  he  loves,  will  he  not  hide  the  secret  of  his 
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misfortunes?  He  argues  that  the  evil  disclosure 
had  better  be  delayed  while  it  is  possible.  Let 
her  dream  on  in  fancied  happiness ;  too  soon, 
God  knows  !  the  vision  will  be  dissolved.  While 
there  is  lead  resting  on  his  heart,  he  musters  a 
languid  smile  ;  and  his  mental  absence  in  the  day, 
his  startings  in  the  night,  he  ascribes  to  press  of 
business.  To  the  last  he  carries  on  the  kindly 
delusion — ay !  until  he  is  picked  up  by  some 
Jew  bailiff,  whom  he  can  no  longer  bribe — and 
from  that  den  of  dirt  and  extortion,  called  a 
sponging-house,  is  removed  by  habeas  to  the 
Bench. 

Well,  before  the  present  code  of  prison  disci- 
pline was  introduced,  how  would  he  find  himself 
when  lodged  in  Banco  Reginae  ?  He  bought 
out  the  blackguards  who  held  his  wretched  room 
in  joint  tenancy,  giving  them,  probably,  the  best 
portion  of  his  means,  by  weekly  payments,  to 
brutalize  in  what  were  called  whistling-shops, 
and  sty  afterwards  where  they  could  find  a 
shelter.  A  meal  abridged  would  be  a  light  con- 
sideration for  the  liberty  of  communing  with  his 
young  wife,  or  daughter,  or  sister.  What  must 
that  man's  feelings  have  been  when  he  found  a 
professional  profligate  cantoned  directly  opposite, 
and  a  woman,  hacknied  in  debauchery  holding 
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eternal  orgies  with  the  most  depraved  within  the 
prison  walls,  and,  in  drunken  recklessness,  in- 
flicting upon  ears  hitherto  unsullied  by  verbal 
impurities,  language  that  in  a  brothel  would  be 
repudiated  ?  Imagine  a  sort  of  rabbit-warren  in- 
fested by  dissolute  men  and  abandoned  women  — 
no  hours  to  limit  the  drunken  revelry,  which 
open  beer-shops,  and  spirituous  liquors  attain- 
able for  being  sent  for,  must  keep  in  eternal 
turbulence.  Fancy  a  man  of  letters  or  of 
business,  in  the  first  floor — a  gin-shop  under- 
neath him — a  coiner  workino;  over  head.  In  one 
room,  a  Cyprian  —  in  another,  a  returned 
transport — and  in  a  third,  a  fellow  half  his  time 
labouring,  from  eternal  gin-drinking,  under 
delirium  tremens — add  a  chancery  prisoner  or 
two — some  female  dotard,  or  clown  who  cannot 
write  his  name — and  you  have  the  Bench — or 
rather  a  building  of  it — delineated  as  it  existed 
half  a  dozen  years  ago. 

The  moral  system  of  the  prison,  then  in 
operation — I  mean  before  arrest  on  mesne  process 
was  aboHshed — will  admit  the  introduction  of  an 
illustrative  anecdote.  Mark  ye  yonder  personage 
in  black — his  eye-glass  gilt — his  cane  headed  in 
proper  keeping  with  mosaic — his  shirt  is  frilled 
— his  sables  have  undergone  frequent  renovation 

VOL.    II.  E 
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— his  style  of  man  is  what  is  expressively  termed 
"  the  shabby  genteel" — his  age  may  be  close  on 
seventy.  That  gentleman  is  what,  in  prison 
parlance,  is  termed  a  touter.  He  gets  np  small 
cases  by  the  job,  and  pays  some  discreditable  at- 
torney a  per-centage  for  the  privilege  of  using 
his  name. 

Mr.  Isaacs  was  a  Jew  solicitor,  and,  in  the 
palmy  days  of  this  prison,  drove  a  roaring  trade 
— at  least,  trade  enough  to  enable  him  to  drive  a 
carriage.  He  was  really  a  useful  man — dis- 
counted bills,  obtained  stag  bail  to  any  amount, 
and,  did  a  gentleman's  cause  in  court  totter  for  a 
strengthening  affidavit,  he,  Mr.  Isaacs,  would 
prove  on  corporeal  oath,  that  a  person  on  Monday 
on  Eel-Pie  Island,  was,  on  Tuesday,  in  sight  of 
Otaheite.  Long  and  useful  was  this  worthy 
man's  career,  until,  some  twenty  years  ago,  a 
lapse  of  recollection  on  his  part,  was  called 
perjury,  and  the  name  of  Emanuel  Isaacs  for 
ever  removed  from  the  law-list.  This  visitation, 
however,  did  not  crush  the  spirit  of  this  exem- 
plary practitioner.  He  was  "  scotched  not 
killed ;"  and  the  third  day  after  he  was  struck 
from  the  rolls,  he  proved  that  his  game  was  first- 
rate — his  resources  inexhaustible. 

Lord  Frederick   Eosberry,   when    riding   the 
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preceding  evening  in  Rotten  Row,  had  been  ac- 
costed by  a  servant  out  of  livery,  and  requested 
to  favour  Mr.  Sloman  with  his  company.  Lord 
Frederick  had  a  dinner  engagement  that  day 
at  the  Earl  of  Wintercastle's ;  but,  though  Mr. 
Sloman  was  but  a  commoner,  he  waived  the 
nobler  invitation  ;  for,  indeed,  it  was  too  pressing 
to  be  got  over.  The  next  evening  found  him  in 
the  Bench,  and  seated  in  "  5"  number  "  4." 

"  Curse  it,  Wellesley,  what  a  bore  !"  exclaimed 
the  fresh  arrival,  as  he  pushed  the  claret  across 
the  table.    "  Just  concluded  my  treaty  with  Kate 

Hamilton,  and  that  vulgar  brewer,  little  M , 

will  take  advantage  now,  and  certainly  outbid 
me. 

"  J) — d  nuisance,  my  dear  Fred.  But  there 
goes  the  best  unbeliever  that  ever  eschewed 
swine-flesh ;  and,  my  hfe  upon  it,  he'll  come  to 
the  rescue,  if  any  man  in  England  can." 

The  unbeliever  was  called  up,  and  ]\Ir. 
Emanuel  Isaacs  immediately  presented  himself. 

"  What  would  you  give,"  inquired  the  Israelite, 
after  he  had  listened  to  the  narrative  of  Lord 
Frederick's  delicate  distress,  "  if  this  Kitty 
Hamerton  or  Hamilton  was  snug  in  the  Bench, 
to-morrow  ?" 
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"  Oh !  the  man  that  could  effect  it  should 
coinmaiKl  my  eternal  gratitude  and — " 

"  Jist  name  the  rowdy  you'd  stump  up,"  said 
Mr.  Isaacs,  who  disliked  long  speeches. 

"  Will  twenty  do  ?"  said  the  peer. 

"  Add  another  five-pound  flimsy  and  the  thing's 
a  bargain,"  returned  the  Jew. 

"  Done  with  you,  butcher !"  returned  Lord 
Frederick. 

The  ex-solicitor  pulled  out  a  piece  of  paper, 
noted  down  the  terms  of  agreement,  asked  the 
name  of  the  lady,  and  her  residence,  with  other 
particulars,  to  prevent  mistakes,  and,  on  the  fol- 
lowing evening.  Miss  Hamilton,  arrested  at  the 
suit  of  a  Madame  Larandieu,  defunct  a  dozen 
years  before,  was  introduced  to  the  Bench,  and 
conveniently  accommodated  with  an  adjoining 
apartment  to  Lord  Frederick's. 

"  Observe  !  as  evidenced  in  this  case,"  said  the 
little  devil,  "  the  utility  of  a  harmless  affidavit." 

"  Prodigious  !"  was  my  usual  exclamation. 

"  Not  only,"  continued  the  two-stickcd  gentle- 
man, "  is  the  society,  but  also  the  arrangement 
of  this  prison  radically  altered.  You  may  remark 
that  modern  piece  of  brick-work  that  shuts  in  the 
lady  prisoners  as  effectually  as  if  they  were  en 
pension  in  a  convent.   Look  back  to  the  shoulder 
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of  the  building,  vis-a-vis  to  that  where  the 
patronesses  of  flinty -hearted  dressmakers  are  un- 
gratefully consigned  for  ducks  of  bonnets,  mantles, 
and  pellerines ;  that  is  a  sort  of  crimiual  depart- 
ment, and  men  grin  hourly  from  these  barred 
casements,  than  whom  minor  criminals  are 
ganged  in  Woolwich  Dockyard." 

I  obeyed  the  little  man,  and  looked  in  the 
direction  that  he  pointed  to.  In  the  lady-ward, 
a  round  white  arm  was  gracefully  placed  in  classic 
repose  between  the  bars,  the  fair  proprietrix  ex- 
hibiting not  "  short  glimpses  of  a  breast  of  snow," 
but  a  bust  more  extensively  denuded  than  the 
wax-figures  which  ornament  the  plate-glass 
window  of  a  fashionable  coiffeur. 

"Little,  Master  Asmodeus,  left  to  the  imagi- 
nation by  that  fair  detenue." 

"  Mad,  sir, — mad  as  a  bedlamite,"  returned 
the  devil.  "  She  may,  poor  idiot,  date  her  in- 
sanity to  a  solicitor  and  a  swindler  in  the  railroad 
bubbles." 

"  What !"  I  exclaimed.  "  T  fancied  that  in 
locomotive  speculation,  the  right  of  ruin  was  re- 
served to  our  sex  exclusively,  and  that  women 
were  barred  from  operations  in  Stag  Alley,  as 
peremptorily  as  they  were  excluded  from  '  the 
Corner.' " 
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"  Not  at  all.  A  lady  has  the  privilege  to 
destroy  herself,  and  can  readily  effect  it  through 
the  agency  of  some  d — d  good-natured  friend, 
and  this  a  brief  memoir  of  that  romantic-looking 
gentlewoman  with  the  bare  arm  will  establish. 

"  There  arc  a  thousand  instances  of  women, 
under  salutary  control,  passing  through  life  res- 
pectably, who,  were  they  left  to  their  own 
direction,  would  hurry  in  double  quick  time  to 
your  very  humble  servant,"  and  the  little  gentle- 
man made  a  most  magnificent  bow,  that  would 
have  astonished  Baron  Nathan.  "  But  two  years 
since,  that  form,  rechning  gracefully  against  the 
barred  window  of  a  debtor's  prison,  might  have 
been  seen  ornamenting  a  casement  in  the  govern- 
ment house  at ,  where  her  deceased  husband 

held  the  honourable  appointment  of  Port  Admiral. 


SKETCH     IV. 

"  Miss  H —  was  married  when  sixteen  to  a 
man  on  the  wrong  side  of  forty.  In  arranging 
her  union,  her  parents  treated  her  like  a  child, 
regulated  the  settlement,  and  told  her  when 
called  upon  to  sign  the  deed  for  the  first  time, 
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the  name  of  the  happy  man  to  whom  her  hand 
had  been  legally  assigned,  and  with  as  little 
ceremony  as  a  horse  is  knocked  down  at  Tatter- 
sail's  to  the  best  and  highest  bidder.  Her  hcge 
lord  was  of  the  Borean  school,  rude,  noisy,  and 
swore,  as  antiquated  troopers  used  to  swear.  A 
slash  of  a  cutlass  across  the  cheek  does  not  add 
much  to  personal  beauty,  and  although  a  wooden 
leg  is  a  very  honourable  substitute  for  a  flesh 
one,  still  among  boarding-school  girls,  the  pre- 
judice is  strong  in  favour  of  the  latter  supporter. 
Sir  Hannibal  regulated  his  household  as  he  did 
his  ship  ;  he  was,  in  truth,  what  is  termed  '  a 
taut  hand ;'  at  the  sound  of  his  stump,  cook  and 
housemaid  held  their  peace, 

'Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  '  Bah  !' 

while  his  lady  wife  scarcely  dared  to  bless  herself 
without  permission. 

"  When  promoted  to  his  flag  and  a  command, 
the  martinet  habits  pursued  for  a  dozen  years  in 
his  domicile  and  ship,  underwent  no  change,  and 
the  laws  of  Medea  and  Persians  were  never  more 
absolute  than  the  port-regulations  of  the  single- 
legged  commander.  One  grave  offence  in  the 
eyes  of  Sir  Hannibal  was,  a  youngster  appearing 
on  shore,  unless   he  were  '  in  full  fig '  and  wo 
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unto  the  unhappy  reefer,  upon  whom  the  rear 
admiral  coukl  pounce  in  mufti. 

"In  a  sea-port,  hke  an  island  village,  scandal 
will  occur ;  and,  as  in  earlier  life,  the  West 
Indies  had  been  the  scene  of  his  exploits,  it  was 
maliciously  whispered  that  he  had  there  com- 
mitted an  amatory  escapade,  and  when  *  Bacchi 
plenus,'  had  married  a  woman  of  colour.  Report 
further  stated  that,  tired  of  his  black  beauty,  the 
admiral  had  drawn  the  splice,  allotting  to  the  lady 
of  his  former  love  a  small  annuity  to  support 
herself  aiid  one  youthful  pledge  of  mutual 
affection. 

"Late  one  fine  afternoon.  Sir  Hannibal  was 
taking  a  digestive  stroll  after  an  early  tiffen, 
wdien,  on  rounding  the  corner  of  a  street,  he  ran 
against  an  unhappy  midshipman  who  had  ven- 
tured on  shore  in  a  round  hat. 

"  '  Hallo,  youngster,  what  ship  do  you  belong 
to?'  roared  the  commander. 

"  '  To  the  Penelope,'  stammered  the  reefer. 

"  '  What  is  your  name,  eh  ?' 

"  '  Pat  Macnamara.' 

"  '  You  have  no  cocked  hat,  it  would  appear, 
eh  ?     Well,  we'll  try  and  find  you  one.' 

"  And  taking  the  victim  by  the  arm,  he  crossed 
the  street,  and  entered  an  outfitter's  shop. 
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" '  This  young  gentleman  requires  a  cocked 
hat/  said  the  admiral ;  '  supply  him  with  what 
he  wants,  and  I  will  see  you  paid.' 

"  And  with  a  grin  of  satisfaction,  he  bade  the 
alarmed  midshipman  '  Good  morning,'  and  tod- 
dled down  the  street.  Mr.  Macnamara  watched 
him  until  he  had  stumped  round  the  corner,  and 
then  turning  coolly  to  the  counter,  he  selected  a 
handsome  chapeau. 

*' '  How  devilish  particular  my  father  is,'  said 
the  reefer,  as  he  examined  his  person  with  great 
satisfaction  in  the  pier-glass. 

" '  Your  father,  sir,'  returned  the  astonished 
hatter. 

"'Yes,'  said  the  unblushing  midshipman. 
'  The  thing's  not  generally  known,  for  my  step- 
mother is  so  infernally  jealous,  that  if  she 
discovered  Sir  Hannibal  had  a  successor  to  his 
estates,  there  would  be  the  devil  to  pay  and  no 
pitch  hot.' 

"  Now  Mr.  Gubbins,  the  outfitter,  had  heard 
the  West  Indian  story  whispered  quietly  at  his 
counter,  and  Mr.  Macnamara,  being  exceedingly 
swarthy,  he  concluded  him  to  be  the  half-caste 
heir  of  the  wooden-legged  commander,  and  great 
was  his  civility  accordingly. 

"  '  Was   there  any  other  article  he  could  shew 
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him  ?'  and  stocks,  shirts,  and  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs, were  rapidly  paraded.  Mr.  ]\Iacnamara 
thought  he  might  as  well  complete  his  outfit  at 
once,  settled  himself  on  a  chair,  and  most 
generously  encouraged  trade  by  an  extensive 
selection.  The  articles  were  to  be  directly  sent 
to  the  sally-port  where  the  boat  was  waiting  for 
hun,  and  Mr.  Macnamara  was  ceremoniously 
bowed  out  of  the  shop,  he  having  given  the  out- 
fitter a  monitory  hint,  that  he  was  to  take  care 
when  he  handed  the  bill  to  his  papa,  that  his 
step-mother  was  not  present. 

"  Three   days  passed ;  the  admiral  was  taking 
his  usual  stroll,   and    perceiving    Mr.    Gubbins 

disengaged,  he  stumped  into  the  shop,  and  took 

a  chair  beside  the  counter. 

" '  He,    he,    he !     Gubbins,    brought   you   a 

customer  t'other  day ;    that   yellow   chap,  you 

recollect.' 

" '  He  is  a  leetle  dark,   Sir   Hannibal ;    but 

lord !  he's  a  fine  off-handed  young  gentleman. 

I  assure  your  honour,  when  he  told  me  of  the 

relationship,  that  I  supplied  him  with  the  best 

articles,  and  charged  the  lowest  figure.' 

"'The   relationship!'  exclaimed  the  admiral. 

'  Why,  who  the  devil  is  he  related  to  ?' 

I  never,'  said  Mr.  Gubbins  in  reply,  and 
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simpering  as  lie  bowed, '  name  anything  entrusted 
to  me  in  confidence,  but  I  never  saw  a  stronger 
likeness  to  a  father  in  my  life.  Lord !  Sir 
Hannibal,  had  the  young  gentleman  not  men- 
tioned it  himself,  I  should  have  guessed  it  in  a 
moment.' 

"  'Guessed  what  ?'  roared  the  admiral. 

"  '  That  T  had  the  honour  to  supply  your  son.' 

"  'Whose  son?' 

"  '  Yours,  Sir  Hannibal.' 

" '  Hell  and  furies  !'  shouted  the  infuriated 
commander,     'I  have  no  son.' 

"  '  Not,  as  the  young  gentleman  explained  to 
me,  by  her  present  ladyship,  but  by  a  black 
gentlewoman  in  Jamaica.  Indeed,  he  con- 
siderately mentioned,  that  I  was  not  on  any 
account  to  hand  you  his  little  bill  in  the  presence 
of  his  stepmother,  for  that  she  was  a  regular 
white  sergeant,  and  you  dare  not  buckle  on  your 
leg  without  permission  ' 

"  Sir  Hannibal  stared ;  his  eyes  dilated, 

"Until  each  strained  ball  of  sight  seem'd  bursting  from  his  head." 

"  Heavens  and  earth !  it  was  quite  evident  that 
he  had  been  humbugged ;  but  that  he,  before 
whose  wrath  a  whole  ship's  company  trembled, 
and  to  whose  order  the  pertest  spider-brusher 
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dared  not  offer  a  reply,  that  he  shouhl  be  repre- 
sented as  rough-ridden  by  his  wife,  and  debarred 
from  using  his  wooden  substitute,  without  ob- 
taining feminine  permission  before  he  strapped  it 
on  !  Why  a  saint,  laden  heavily  with  psalm- 
books,  could  not  listen  to  the  charge  with  com- 
mon patience  ! 

"  '  You  did  not  let  the  young  scoundrel  take 
away  the  hat?'  inquired  the  old  gentleman, 
suspiciously. 

"  '  The  hat !'  exclaimed  the  astonished  trades- 
man. '  Ay,  and  six  and  twenty  pounds'  worth 
of  general  out-fittings  besides.  Why,  on  your 
respected  guarantee,  he  might  have  carried  of!' 
the  shop,  contents  and  all.' 

"  The  admiral,  dreaming  of  nothing  short  than 
the  annihilation  of  this  young  and  nefarious  de- 
linquent, stumped  out  of  the  shop,  and,  bent  on 
speedy  vengeance,  headed  to  the  pier.  His  barge 
was  promptly  on  the  water,  and  the  crew  of  the 
Penelope  were  marvellously  surprised  to  see  the 
dreaded  functionary,  at  this  unusual  hour,  pulling 
directly  to  the  frigate. 

"  '  AVhat  the  devil  drives  old  timber-toe  this 
w^ay,  and  at  this  time?'  inquired  one  idler  from 
another,  as  standing  on  a  carronade,  he  scrutin- 
ized the  approaching  boat  through  his  telescope. 
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"  'No  friendly  errand,  you  may  depend  upon 
it.  I  can  even  now  remark  that  there  is  a  cockle 
in  his  wig.     But  here  comes  the  schipper.' 

"  And  as  the  captain  came  on  deck,  the 
youngsters  moved  away. 

"  Ten  minutes  brought  Sir  Hannibal  alongside, 
and  an  honourable  reception  placed  him  and  his 
wooden  supporter  in  safety  on  the  frigate's  quar- 
ter-deck. The  unusual  and  unexpected  evening 
call  had  excited  a  general  curiosity  over  the  ship, 
and  hundreds  were  listening  anxiously  to  learn 
what  might  be  the  cause  of  this  mysterious  visit. 
The  admiral  was  no  whisperer — and  all  doubt  as 
to  the  object  of  his  coming  was  speedily  put  to 
rest. 

''  '  Muster  your  midshipmen,'  roared  the 
single-legged  commander.  '  You  have.  Captain 
Blackwood,  a  d — d  scamp  among  the  lot.' 

"  '  If  you  made  the  number  half  a  dozen,  Sir 
Hannibal,  you  would  come  nearer  to  the  mark. 
May  I  inquire  the  name  of  the  mauvais  sujet 
after  whom  you  so  particularly  inquire  ?' 

"  '  He  calls  himself  Macnamara.' 

"  '  No  such  name  upon  our  muster-roll.  De- 
scribe him,  if  you  can,  personally.' 

"  '  A  tall,  wiry,  devil-may-care-looking  chap, 
dark  eyes  and  hair,  and  yellow  as  a  kite's  claw,' 
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"  *  Nothing  in  the  Penelope  that  answers  this 
description.  But  I  see  the  youngsters  laugh. 
Possibly,  from  some  of  them  we  may  find  a  clue 
to  Mr.  Macnamara.  Hotham,'  and  he  beckoned 
to  one  of  the  reefers,  Avho  immediately  came  for- 
ward ;   '  do  you  know  anything — ' 

"  '  Of  a  scoundrel  who  did  Gubbins  out  of 
thirty  pounds,  and  swore  that  I  was  his  father?' 
shouted  the  admiral. 

"  Captain  Blackwood  tiu'ned  his  head  aside, 
as  he  felt  some  difficulty  to  preserve  a  proper 
gravity. 

"  I  am  pretty  sure,  sir,  that  I  know  the  young 
gentleman.' 

"  '  A  d — d  wild  eye,  eh  ?'  said  the  commander. 

"  *  And  a  complexion  between  a  man  in  yellow- 
jack  and  a  full-coloured  orange  lily  ?' 

"  *  That's  the  chap's  description  to  a  T,'  roared 
Sir  Hannibal.     '  Is  he  aboard  ?' 

"  *  Aboard  !'  replied  the  reefer.  '  Why,  he's 
nearly  clear  of  the  land.  He  sailed  last  Tuesday 
morning  for  the  East  Indies,  in  the  Hebrus.' 

"  'D n !'  growled  the  commander,  as  he 

stamped  his  wooden  member  on  the  deck,  and  in 
three  minutes  afterwards  he  was  seen  pulling 
shoreward  from  the  frigate,  both  sadder  and 
wiser  than  when  he  left  the  pier. 
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"  Men  cannot  stand  ridicule,  and  Sir  Hannibal 
prudently  hushed  up  the  affair,  paid  Mr.  Mac- 
namara's  bill,  and  never,  during  the  subsequent 
two  years  of  his  command,  introduced,  as  far  as 
we  know,  another  customer  to  his  friend,  '  Mr. 
Gubbins.' 

*'  Such  was  the  worthy  commander  to  whom 
the  lady  with  the  rounded  arm  between  the  iron 
bars  had  promised  love,  honour  and  obedience. 
The  first  condition  of  the  marriage-compact  Sir 
Hannibal  neither  cared  for  nor  expected.  To  the 
second,  he  might  prefer  a  claim,  in  right  of  his 
timber  leg.  But  to  the  third,  no  plea  in  mitiga- 
tion would  be  listened  to ;  like  a  Hebrew's  pe- 
nalty, it  would  be  exacted  even  to  the  ounce ;  for 
in  every  matter  connected  with  household  affairs, 
and  the  incomings  and  outgoings  of  his  placens 
uxor,  Bluebeard  was  a  trifle  to  him.  But  com- 
mands are  limited ;  and  a  sudden  order  came  for 
Sir  Hannibal  to  strike  his  flag.  In  a  word,  he 
lay  down  to  have  a  snooze  upon  the  sofa, 

"  bis  custom  i'  the  afteruoou," 

and  never  took  the  trouble  of  awaking. 

**  How  far  this  unexpected  bereavement  preyed 
upon  his  gentle  lady  it  is  impossible  to  say ;  her 
sorrow  was  indulged  in  secret ; 

"  some  natural  tears  she  shed,  but  wiped  them  soon," 
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and  it  was  universally  admitted,  that  in  a  widow's 
cap  she  looked  all  but  killing.  As  Sir  Hannibal 
had  parted  his  cable  without  being  signalled  to 
prepare  to  weigh  he  had  no  time  to  make  a  last 
will  and  testament — and  in  consequence  of  his 
thus  slipping  his  ground  tackle  in  a  hurry,  her 
ladyship,  beside  a  jointure  and  pension  of  some 
three  hundred  pounds  a  year,  became  dowered 
with  as  many  thousands,  in  odds  and  ends,  being 
the  goods  and  chattels  of  the  dear  departed  ad- 
miral. 

"  Here  was  a  change.  A  woman  treated  from 
girlhood  to  thirty-two  as  a  mere  puppet,  who  had 
hitherto  scarcely  fed  her  canary  without  permis- 
sion, had  never  possessed  a  guinea  in  her  life,  and 
almost  breathed  by  the  sufferance  of  a  single- 
legged  commander,  now  started  unexpectedly  on 
the  world,  free  as  the  wild  bird,  and  in  her  simple 
estimation,  rich  as  a  Rothschild.  A  silly  girl  at 
sixteen,  a  sillier  woman  at  thirty-two — if  she 
steered  a  steady  course,  the  thing  would  indeed 
have  been  a  marvel.  Her  first  step,  after  the 
admiral  was  regularly  *  sodded,'  indicated,  by  the 
opening  of  the  career,  what  the  character  of  its 
close  would  be.  The  French  consider  English 
mourning  becoming  as  red  hair — and  although 
hers,  as  the  Irish  song  goes,  was  *  black  as  the 
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.devil,'    Lady determined   in    weeds  and 

weepers  to  take  Paris  by  storm. 

"  In  that  fair  city  the  fair  widow  went  the 
hog.  How  she  escaped  being  snapped  up  by 
some  militaire,  to  whom  a  change  of  linen  and 
a  few  sovereigns  wonld  be  agreeable  surprises,  is 
miraculous.  She  did,  however,  come  home  a 
widow — but  escaped  that  matrimonial  Charybdis, 
a  sous  lieutenant,  only  to  fall  into  Scylla,  in  the 
shape  of  a  London  solicitor. 

"  Mr.  Jones  Sweepall  w^as  a  west  end  practi- 
tioner, borrowed  money  for  the  Blues,  put  in 
appearances  for  the  Life  Guards,  drew  settlements 
for  single  gentlemen  and  their  wives,  and  would 
not  lay  pen  on  parchment  for  any  client  who 
could  not  plead  gentility.  He  was  a  man  largely 
embued  with  law,  and,  as  Doctor  Ollapod  says, 
*  full  of  honour  as  a  corps  of  cavalry.'  He  had 
chambers  in  the  Albany,  and  a  house  on  Hamp- 
stead  Heath.  His  lady  drove  a  smartish 
brougham — but  Mr.  Sweepall,  for  the  sake  of 
exercise  and  health,  preferred  making  his  diurnal 
migrations,  in  and  out  of  town,  on  horseback. 

"  Lady made  the  acquaintance  of  Mrs. 

Jones  Sw'Cepall  at  Madame  Cremeline's  Magazin 
de  modes,  a  modiste  of  unquestionable  ton,  to 
whom   Lady  ■■- —   had  been  favoured    with  a 
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letter  of  introduction,  by  a  Parisian  corset- 
maker.  The  ladies  being  in  quest  of  a  duck  of 
a  bonnet,  the  taste  of  both  was  mutually  inter- 
changed in  effecting  the  selection.  Sir  Han- 
nibal, being  two  months  dead,  it  was  full  time 
for  his  relict,  as  Bob  Acres  did  '  his  leathers,'  to 
render  her  crape  '  incapable ;'  while  ]\Irs.  Sweep- 
all  required  something  suiart  and  sea-greenish, 
wherewith  to  open  the  summer  campaign  at 
Worthing.  In  German  romances,  ladies  and 
gentlemen  exchange  eternal  fidelity  over  a  stoup 
of  Rhenish — and  why  should  not  enduring 
friendship  be  registered  across  a  counter? 

"  In  one   brief  w^eek,    Mrs.    Jones    Sweepall 

regarded  Lady  with  a  protective  feeling 

amomiting  to  maternal,  she  being  at  least  three 
years  older  than  the  adopted  one.  On  all 
matters  of  importance,  such  as  millinery  orders 
and  contributions  to  pic-nics,  Mrs.  Jones  Sweep- 
all  was  more  anxious  in  directing  Lady 's 

operations,  even  than  a  bad  stepmother — and 
hence  the  migrations  to  sea-coast,  spa,  or  town, 
were  invariably  made  in  company,  the  admiral's 
relict  paying  of  course  her  portion  of  the  ex- 
penses. 

"  When  ladies  are  confidential,  much  private 
matter   will    pop    out — and    Lady casually 
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mentioned  that  she  had  three  thousand  pounds  in 
government  securities.  Mrs.  Jones  Svveepall 
started  at  the  confession,  and  poUtely  inquired 
whether  '  she  were  mad  ?'  Mad  she  was  not, 
for  Sir  Hannibal,  of  wooden-legged  memory, 
had  often  asserted,  and,  as  was  '  his  wont,' 
verified  the  same  on  oath,  that  he,  the  com- 
mander, would  not  trust  any  bank  save  that  of 
England,  with  the  custody  of  a  sovereign. 
What  were  Coutts,  Smith,  Payne,  Jones  Lloyd, 
and  such  light  craft  as  these  ?  Why,  when  he 
was  master's  mate  in  the  Amphion,  had  not 
Shakerleys,  the  quaker  bankers,  failed  at  Ports- 
mouth, for  twenty  thousand  pounds  ? 

"  Mr.  Jones  Sweepall  just  then  happened  to 
toddle  in,  listened  graciously  to  the  subject  in 
dispute,  and  gently  elevated  his  shoulders. 

"  '  Good  heavens  !  Lady ,  have  you  been 

so  ill  advised  as  to  leave  money  in  the  funds  ? 
Oh  !  had  I  known  it  but  two  days  ago  !  but  we 
must  bow  to  the  decrees  of  fate.' 

"  '  Really  I  do  not  understand  you,'  observed 
the  pretty  mourner. 

" '  Well,  to  be  intelligent,  since  your  departed 
husband  was  a  master's  mate  (I  take  that  event 
in  round  numbers,  to  reach  back  half  a  century), 
the  world,  my   dear  lady,  has   been   re-created. 
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We  hold  an  era  some  dozen  years  back  to  be 
coexistent  with  what  sciioolraen  term  the  dark 
ages.  But,  good  Lord  !' — and  Mr.  Jones  Sweep- 
all  turned  his  eyes  upwards,  even  to  the  cornice 
— '  what  Djust  have  been  the  state  of  things  when 
your  lamented  husband  was  a  master's  mate  ? 
Men  ignorantly  considered  that,  with  good 
security,  four  per  cent,  was  an  excellent  return 
for  money  sunk  ;  and  I  heard  my  father  mention 
the  lamentable  case  of  a  country  gentleman  who 
became  hopelessly  deranged  from  having  lent 
out  five  thousand  pounds  at  five.  We  turn, 
however,  our  cash  to  better  account  now-a-days. 
The  week  before  last  I  invested  twenty  thousand 
pounds  for  Lady  Tvvankey,  the  widow  of  the 
great  tea  merchant,  in  the  Bally-smashall  Grand 
Junction  with  the  Great  Connemara ;  and  I 
pledge  my  honour  as  a  gentleman' — and  he 
placed  a  hand  crippled  with  jewellery  across  his 
breast — '  that  her  ladyship,  within  a  couple  of 
years,  is  as  likely  to  receive  from  the  investment 
five-and-twenty  per  cent,  as  she  is  five  ! 

"  Now  Mr.  Jones  Sweepall  spoke  the  truth ; 
for  the  one  event  was  just  as  probable  as  the 
other. 

"  Lady sighed,  and   thought  what  luck 

a  woman  had  who  married  into  the  tea  trade. 
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"The  conversation  was  renewed.  Had  Mr. 
Jones  Sweepall  entertained  the  remotest  suspicion 
that  his  unsuspecting  friend  had  been  swindled 
into  the  funds,  even  a  fortnight  since  he  could 
have  remedied  the  grievance.  But  it  was  too 
late — not  a  share  in  the  '  Bally -smashall'  was 
procurable  for  love  or  money, — ay,  or  at  any 
price. 

"  '  What  will  not  woman  when  she  loves  ?'  as 
the  song  says — but  what  will  not  woman  when 
she  has  bestowed  her  friendship  on  another? 
Mrs.  Jones  Sweepall  was  very  pretty,  and  Mr. 
Jones  Sweepall  was  very  proud  of  possessing 
beauty  and  affection  united.  Mrs.  Sweepall  put 
her  arms  round  his  neck — used  such  diminutives 
as  wives  use  when  soliciting  the  thing  supposed 
ungrantable — called  him  her  darling  'Joney,' 
and  declared  that  she  would  never  release  him 
from  his  sweet  bondao;e  until  he,  the  darlins: 
'  Joney,'  would  promise,  on  the  honour  of  a 
solicitor,  to  exchange  three  thousand  pounds' 
worth  of  Bally-smashalls  for  as  much  rubbish  in 
the  three  per  cents  ! 

"  Men  are  all  weak.  Marc  Antony  lost  the 
world  for  '  a  queen  of  fifty' — and  Mrs.  Sweepall 
was  but  thirty -five.  Now  what  chance  had  the 
unfortunate  man  of  law?  Like  John  Gilpin,  he 


94  ERIN-GO-BRAGH  ;    OR, 

kissed  his  '  dearest  dear,'  and  the  next  day 
exchanged  three  thousand  *  Bally-smashalls'  for 
the  pretty  widow's  three  per  cents.  There  was 
a  proof  of  self-devotion  in  a  solicitor  ! 

"  A  lady  with  four  hundred  a-year,  '  without 
incumbrance,'  may  live  particularly  well ;  but 
take  the  medium  return  of  the  '  Bally-smashalls' 
at  fifteen  per  cent.,  why,  it  would  not  require  Joe 
Hume  to  demonstrate  that  the  relic  of  Sir  Ilan- 
nil)al  had  a  clear  eight  hundred  at  her  disposal. 
Should  she  remain  at  Portsea,  or  Portsmouth, 
or  any  other  port  ?  No.  Why  '  waste  her  sweet- 
ness on  the  desert  air?'  Town  was  the  place, 

Mrs.  Jones  Sweepall  assured  Lady of  the 

fact,  and  Mr.  Jones  Sweepall  confirmed  the 
assertion. 

"  Lady accordingly  cut  her  unfashionable 

locality,  and  removed  her  household  gods  to  No. 
121,  Maddox  Street. 

"  An  unsuspicious  man  may  manage  to  escape 
the  machinations  of  a  rogue ;  but  a  woman, 
ignorant  of  the  world,  has  no  security  against 
the  artifices  of  her  own  sex.  Mrs.  Sweepall,  to 
specious  manners  united  consummate  cunning, 
— Mr.  Sweepall,  was  as  unprincipled  as  any 
scoundrel  in  the  profession  ;  and  a  brace  of  grey- 
hounds never  coursed  a  hare  in  company   with 
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more  agility  and  fixity  of  determination  to  run 

her  down.     Lady was  vain,  thoughtless, 

and  confiding — and  Mrs.  Sweepall  led  her  into 
debt.  Mr.  Sweepall  induced  the  wretched  fool 
to  accept  bills  for  him,  and  extensively  ;  and  so 
perfectly  was  the  victim  deluded,  that  the  morn- 
ing on  which  she  was  arrested  in  Regent  Street, 
and  driven  to  Mr.  Levi's  select  establishment,  she 
fancied  she  was  worth  ten  thousand  pounds,  at 
the  moment  when  she  was  irretrievably  ruined. 
She  was  actually  en  route  at  the  time  to  inquire 
for  Mrs.  Sweepall,  whom  she  had  not  seen — 
strange  occurrence  ! — for  two  days. 

"  For  hours  she  sate  in  the  apartment  of  a 
sponging-house,  gazing  listlessly  through  the 
barred  windows,  until  the  dream-like  vision  which 
flitted  across  her  unsettled  mind  assumed  the 
fixed  character  of  sad  reality.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  She  rang  the  bell, — asked  for  the  bailiff's 
chief  official, — and  inquired  the  course  she  should 
pm^sue. 

"  Send  for  your  sohcitor,  marm,'  was  the 
reply.     '  I'll  git  ye  a  messenger.     Who  is  he  ?' 

"  '  Mr.  Jones  Sweepall.' 

"  '  Lord  !  how  queer  !  Why,  he  would  be  a 
smart  chap  wot  would  find  him,  I  guess.  He's 
done  brown,  and  has  cut  his  lucky.     I'll  see  if 
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I  can't   git   the  paper  as  contains  the  partick- 
lars.' 

"  In  a  few  minutes  he  returned  with  the 
'  Times,'  and  Lady read  the  following  pa- 
ragraph : — 

"  '  Tiie  Bally-smashall  bubble,  as  had  been 
long  since  foretold,  has  biu'st  at  last ;  and  of  all 
the  swindles  of  the  day,  this  seems  the  most 
atrocious.  The  projector,  a  scoundrel  well  known 
among  the  black  sheep  of  the  law,  has  succeeded 
in  ruining  hundreds  of  the  unsuspecting — and, 
as  it  now  appears,  credulous  women  were  not 
'  few  and  far  betAveen '  in  the  roll  of  his  victims. 
His  lady  was  an  admirable  ally — and  while  the 
worthy  chairman  levanted  to  the  Continent  with, 
as  report  states,  *  ten  thousand,'  ]Mrs.  Sweepall 
contrived,  in  two  brief  days,  to  denude  the 
Hampstead  establishment  of  everything  con- 
vertible into  cash,  leaving  of  the  erstwhile  sw^eetly 
appointed  villa  scarcely  '  a  wreck  behind.' 

"  To  pourtray  the  extent  of  misery  into  which 
that  half-maddened  woman  had  been  plunged, 
requires  no  sketching.  She,  left  in  affluence,  in 
one  short  year  was  beggared.  She  will  soon  be 
fatuous, — she  is  even  now  half-imbecile — and 
if   she   ever  change  her  place  of  bondage,  the 
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chances  are,  the  exchange  will  be  for  a  lunatic 
asylum." 

I  shuddered  at  the  picture  that  the  two-legged 
gentleman  had  drawn.  "And  could  not  that 
poor,  weak,  wretched  woman,  even  by  her  sheer 
simplicity,  exact  some  small  compassion  from  her 
victimizers  ?" 

"  Oh  !  no.  The  Scotch  say,  that  '  hawks  dinu 
pike  oot  hawks  een.'  The  real  beast  of  prey  is 
human, — the  brute  respects  his  kind,  but  man 
never  spares  his  fellow  !" 

How  long  I  might  have  morahzed  is  uncertain, 
had  not  a  hand  been  laid  upon  my  shoulder,  and 
a  voice  exclaimed  close  to  my  ear,  that  he 
"  would  sleep  me  against  anything,  barring  a 
watchman,  for  a  thousand."  I  awoke.  The 
little  demon,  as  he  appeared  to  the  student  of 
Madrid,  vanished  in  a  cloud  of  smoke, — the 
Bench,  with  its  dark  walls  and  motley  population, 
melted  into  air;  for,  as  honest  John  Bunyan 
says — "  Lo  !  it  was  a  vision." 
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INCONVENIENCES  OE  A  "  SUSPICION 
OE  DEBT." 


In  Ireland,  some  thirty  years  ago,  an  attorney 
was  considered,  as  Jack  Ealstaff  would  term  it,  a 
person  past  praying  for.  His  vocation  was  re- 
puted to  be  unholy — the  peasant  apologised  if  he 
named  his  calling — and  were  the  clodhopper  a 
good  Catholic,  he  would  manipulate  the  cross, 
and  entreat  pardon  for  indiscreetly  alluding  to  a 
profession,  abhorred  equally  by  gods  and  men. 
There  were,  among  antiquated  practitioners,  some 
alas !  though  "  few  and  far  between,"  upon 
whom  the  mantle  of  probity  had  descended — 
and  who,  considering  the  unrelenting  nature  of 
their  calling,  were  blessed  with  a  fair  proportion 
of  the  bowels  of  compassion.  One  we  knew — 
poor  Billy  Davis — a  man  greatly  addicted  to 
hospitality  and  long  stories. 

Regarding  the  inconveniences  attendant  upon 
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what  the  Irish  call  "  suspicion  of  debt,"  poor 
Billy  could  not  in  his  own  person  plead  a  non 
ignarus.  He  never  treated  a  bill  of  costs,  but 
all  contained  in  its  eternal  folios,  ay,  had  their 
name  been  legion,  would  have  been  anticipated 
for  weeks  before.  Nine  months  out  of  twelve, 
Billy  dechned  greetings  in  the  market-place  ;  and 
although  Sunday  is  held  to  be  a  day  of  rest,  with 
him  it  was  always  one  of  locomotion — hinges 
upon  his  hall- door  that  held  anti-revolving  prin- 
ciples for  six  days,  underwent  a  sabbatical  change 
upon  the  seventh — and  the  county  town — only 
two  miles'  distance  from  his  mansion,  was  glad- 
dened by  the  hght  of  his  countenance.  Although 
appertaining  to  a  trade  the  reverse  of  that  of 
arms,  in  Billy's  domicile  watch  and  ward  were 
duly  and  truly  kept.  In  the  country  he  was  safe 
from  all  attempts  against  the  liberty  of  the  sub- 
ject— his  gardener  was  deaf  and  dumb — a  man 
who  never  propounded  a  question  in  his  life,  or 
attended  to  verbal  communications — he  conversed 
by  telegraphic  manipulation — that  could  be  ef- 
fected through  the  hall  window  as  well  as  in  the 
open  air — and  should  the  intrusionist  attempt  an 
outrage  upon  the  glass,  why,  had  not  the  Deaf-un 
a  stout  ann  and  trusty  pitchfork?  And  hence, 
Billy's  rural  retirement  was  absolutely  safe.    But 
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law  is  like  love — its  course  runs  unevenly — and 
legal,  like  lethal  straggles,  when  carried  to  the 
knife,  must  be  decided  with  ample  stage  and  no 
favour,  before  certain  ermined  umpires,  who  are 
always  to  be  found  at  home  in  a  place  of  evil 
reputation  called  the  "  Four  Courts,"  a  cluster  of 
buildings,  on  whose  very  threshold  the  foot  of 
an  Irish  gentleman  involuntarily  trembles. 

The  Tusculan  retreat  of  Horace  was  not  more 
secure  vvhen  it  pleased  the  poet  to  seek  country 
air  than  Billy's  riis  in  urbe,  it  being  situated  in 
that  favoured  corner  of  the  earth  called  Con- 
naught.  In  the  great  metropoHs,  his  town 
residence  was  also  tabooed  against  the  progeny 
of  Doe  and  Roe — there,  too,  he  might  consider 
himself  safe  from  Philistines,  and  all  that  coun- 
selled, comforted,  aided,  and  abetted  similar 
malefactors.  In  the  transit,  however,  between 
these  Goshen-like  abiding  places  lay  the  peril. 
Dick  Martin  effected  his  incoming  and  outgoings 
to  his  own  realm,  generally,  in  a  hearse,  but 
mutes,  mourning  coaches,  and  disconsolate  rela- 
tives must  be  hii^ed,  and  these  were  heavy  charges 
to  defray.  Billy  masked  his  operations  more 
cheaply  and  quietly  by  substituting  for  a  coffin  a 
cart  of  hay — a  funnel,  cunningly  constructed  in 
the  top,  gave  the  occupant  a  sufficiency  of  fight 
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and  air — and,  if  the  movement  were  but  judi- 
ciously executed,  in  two  hours  he,  Billy,  crossed 
the  boundaiy  of  the  bailiwick,  and  might  shake 
hands  with  a  sheriff's  officer  should  he  meet  with 
one  on  this  neutral  ground. 

The  town  residence  of  Billy  Davis  was  a  quiet 
dwelling  in  a  private  locality  called  Poolbeg 
Street.  As  to  the  exterior  of  the  house,  possibly 
it  would  have  been  somewhat  improved  by  a 
coat  of  paint  and  general  renovation.  There 
was  nothing  of  wasteful  extravagance  within 
that  could  attract  a  passer's  eye — no  profusely- 
figured  moreen,  no  elaborated  brocade  fixed  the 
charge  of  wanton  expenditure  upon  the  resident 
community ;  the  system  observed  was  decidedly 
utilitarian — and  yet,  in  garnishing  the  different 
chambers,  individual  taste  had  been  evidently 
consulted — the  windows  of  floor  one  were  blinded 
with  a  blanket  and  military  cloak — floor  two 
secured  its  privacy  by  the  united  agencies  of  a 
hearth-rug  and  a  horse-cloth — the  sky  parlour, 
from  its  superior  altitude  domineered  the  street 
— and  hence,  the  secrets  of  that  classic  di- 
vision of  the  edifice,  molles  uhi  reddunt  ova 
columhcB,  as  Juvenal,  an  old  pigeon-fancier,  calls 
it — could  only  be  explored  by  a  sweep.  Still 
the  occupying  tenant  shrank  from  vulgar  gaze — 
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a  dressing-robe,  when  not  otherwise  employed, 
protected  one  window,  while  the  fractional  por- 
tion of  a  table-cloth  stretched  across  the  other, 
secured  the  sanctity  of  the  chamber. 

We  have  been  minutely  descriptive  of  No.  — , 
Poolbeg  Street,  and  a  hurried  sketch  of  the 
occupying  tenants,  of  course,  must  follow,  as 
would  be  naturally  expected  by  the  reader,  who 
already  must  be  interested  in  this  pleasant  nar- 
rative. We  will  decline  a  minute  inventory  of 
household  conveniences — enter  into  no  chamber 
statistics — cut  culinary  particulars,  root  and 
branch — and  merely  premising,  that  the  under- 
ground department  was  safe  as  iron  stanchions 
could  make  it — that  the  lower  windows,  next  in 
order,  were  bricked-up  to  avoid  taxation  and 
espionage,  we  will  unceremoniously  drop  from 
the  first  floor  doivn  the  chimney,  as  it  is  called 
in  Hibernian  parlance,  to  that  erroneously 
reckoned  Jirst  by  the  slow-coach  portion  of 
the  body  politic,  who  decline  short  cuts,  and 
hence,  attain  it  by  the  staircase. 

The  pleasant  domicile  we  are  about  to  describe 
was  held  in  a  sort  of  triphcate  co-partnership, 
and  the  Cerberean  community — as  ]\Iother  Mala- 
prop  classically  remarked  of  Captain  Absolute 
in  the  play — represented  "three  gentlemen  in 
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one."  Like  constitutional  rights,  each  possessed 
immunities  and  privileges  separate  and  intact, 
which,  notwithstanding,  were  virtually  incor- 
porated with  the  other. 

Major  Anthony  O'Callaghan  was  domiciled 
next  the  slates.  He  had  served  long  and  honour- 
ably with  the  Imperialists,  but  having  made  a 
vacancy  in  a  regiment  of  Croatian  hussars  by 
placing  a  captain  of  the  same  hors  de  combat, 
for  expressing  infidelity  in  the  snake-destroying 
miracles  imputed  to  Saint  Patrick,  JMajor  O'Cal- 
laghan received  a  brief  notice  to  quit,  and  de- 
parted for  his  native  isle  with  two  medals,  half- 
a-dozen  wounds,  and  a  retiring-pension  unworthy 
of  a  recruiting -sergeant.  No  wonder,  then,  that 
honest  Anthony  was  sorely  puzzled  "  to  make 
tongue  and  buckle  meet."  What  could  he  do, 
or  any  other  gentleman  do,  when  thus  circum- 
stanced, but  instruct  tradesmen  in  book-keep- 
ing? He  did  so  at  a  trifling  cost,  but  still 
it  was  quite  sufficient  to  seal  him  hermeti- 
cally in  his  sky-parlour  as  a  reel  is  in  a  bottle, 
or  an  alligator  entombed  after  death  in  the  shop- 
window  of  a  country  chemist. 

Anthony,  as  fame  reported,  was  a  man  of 
prompt  action  and  few  words.  On  the  tool, 
and   not   the  tongue,  he  reposed   his   reliance. 
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His  propensities  \Axre  known  to  be  pugnacions. 
The  recording  imp  of  the  shoulder-tapping  con- 
federacy had  long  since  booked  him  a  dangerous 
man ;  and  hence  ungrateful  tradesmen,  and  the 
legal  executive  had  as  yet  hesitated  to  resort, 
from  personal  fear,  to  active  operations.  The 
sap  was  held  safer  than  the  storm — a  blockade 
was  substituted  for  an  assault ;  for  Anthony's 
fortalice,  by  all  accounts,  would  have  been 
vigorously  defended.  "  Hope  deferred  "  holds 
as  good  in  law  as  love ;  and  it  was  whispered 
that  some  desperate  ])roceeding  concocted  in 
an  attorney's  office,  had  been  seconded  in  Banco 
Regis,  and  hostilities,  therefore,  might  be  hourly 
expected.  As  all  mariners  look  out  for  squalls 
to  be  prepared  for  the  coming  emergency,  An- 
thony, with  prudential  foresight,  took  time 
by  the  forelock,  and  added  three  slugs  to  the 
customary  contents  of  his  bell-muzzled  blunder- 
buss. 

Captain  Maguire,  the  next  resident  gentleman, 
if  you  looked  into  Poolbeg  Street  from  a  balloon, 
bivouacked  below  the  ex-major.  His,  the  cap- 
tain's, mortal  career  had  been  active,  and  it  was 
lamentable  that  a  bustling  ornament  to  society  like 
himself  should  be  so  soon  obliged  to  hide  his 
candle  beneath  a  bushel.     No  man  had  more 
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multifarious  claims  upon  his  country.  He  was  a 
patriot  in  ninety -eight,  and  an  exile  for  ten 
years  afterwards.  As  he  kept  neither  a  diary 
nor  a  banker's-book,  the  tenor — not  "  noiseless  " 
— and  avocations  of  his  earlier  life  must  be  sur.i- 
marily  noticed.  He  was  what  they  term  in  the 
Green  Isle  an  "  at-all-in-the-ring"  sort  of  per- 
sonage,— an  industrious  denizen  of  the  state, — 
up  to  all  and  every  honourable  exertion,  from 
manslaughter  to  the  manipulation  of  a  marked 
card.  He  had  done  business  on  the  coast  cC 
Africa  with  much  success,  and  commanded 
vessel  that  he  called  a  privateer,  and  others  swore 
desperately  was  a  pirate.  He  had  afterwards 
preached  charity-sermons  at  a  fashionable  con- 
venticle, as  he  averred  for  the  support  of  negro 
missionaries, — and  according  to  others,  for  the 
benefit  of  himself.  From  certain  maho-nant 
rumours  he  had  seceded  from  his  spiritual  charge, 
retiring  from  his  labours  with  a  dozen  or  two 
silver  spoons,  and  also  the  fair  helpmate  of  his 
coadjutor.  He  next  entered  into  mercantile  rela- 
tions with  Flushing.  There,  again,  his  path  to  for- 
tune was  malignantly  crossed  ;  for  it  was  roundly 
asserted  by  secret  enemies  that  he  carried  mili- 
tary munitions  from  Holland  for  the  disaffected  j 
but  others  charitably  restricted  his  importations 
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to  contraband  tobacco.  The  mad-dog  cry  Avas 
loudly  raised ;  and  because  he  attached  a  codicil 
and  signature  to  a  dead  man's  will  and  testament, 
which  rewarded  his  own  virtues  and  good  service 
with  a  behest  of  a  thousand  pounds,  the  next  of 
kin  to  the  supposed  devisor  swore  that  he  was 
little  better  than  a  forger,  and  the  going  judge 
weakly  coincided  in  the  same  opinion.  Perse- 
cuted like  an  early  martyr,  Ca})tain  jNlaguire 
yielded  reluctantly  to  the  storm.  A  light  dietary, 
with  a  view  of  the  Dublin  Havmarket  from 
the  Newgate  side,  held  out  for  him  no  pleasure 
in  prospective;  and  although  Poolbeg  Street, 
in  the  nomenclature  of  an  auctioneer,  would 
not  have  been  accounted  a  court-end-section  of 
the  metropolis,  the  man  of  multitudinous  avo- 
cations imitated  the  example  of  the  Austrian 
commander,  and  ensconced  himself  immediately 
beneath  the  household  gods  of  that  meritorious 
and  ill-rewarded  soldier. 

Touching  our  friend  Billy's  sanctuary  in  the 
Poolbeg  Street  establishment,  but  little  need  be 
said.  His  department  of  the  house  had  the 
usual  assortment  of  pigeon-holes  tenanted  with 
taped  papers,  a  rickety  arm-chair  for  any 
straggling  client  who  could  effect  an  entrance 
of  the  premises,  and  a  Pythonic  stool  with  three 
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legs,  from  which  he,  Billy,  delivered  his  dicta 
regarding  all  rights,  titles,  and  reservations  then 
and  there  propounded  to  him, — felonious  entries 
and  re-entries, — batteries  and  assaults, — recove- 
ries of  dead  men's  effects,  and  compulsory 
enforcement  upon  the  honesty  of  the  living,  who 
had  adopted  the  Falstaffian  doctrines  that  it  is 
base  and  servile  to  pay.  The  miscellaneous 
property  of  this,  the  jurisprudential  apartment, 
was  designed  for  use  and  not  display.  A  bundled- 
up  box  simulated  a  sofa  in  "  garish  day,"  while  in 
reality  it  was  a  bed.  A  law-directory,  one  volume 
of  "Prettyman's  Practice,"  "The  Coroner's 
Guide,"  "  Macnally's  Justice  of  the  Peace,"  and 
"  O'Mahony's  Nice  Distinctions  in  the  Law  of 
Murder,"  completed  a  library,  select  but  not 
extensive.  A  map,  extended  above  the  mantel- 
piece, did  not  display  the  seat  of  war,  but  the 
succession  of  coming  terms,  with  their  risings 
and  their  sittings.  While  the  chambers  over- 
head bristled  with  implements  of  destruction, — 
some  for  the  projection  of  dull  lead,  and  others 
for  making  ghosts  of  living  subjects  by  the 
insertion  of  cold  iron.  The  worst  article  in 
Billy's  collection  was  the  stump  of  an  eagle's- 
quill ;  and,  heaven  knows,  that  same  stump, 
were  its  offendings  registered  faithfully,  had  done 
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more   execution   in   its    day   than    all   the    six- 
pounders  of  a  field-brigade. 


It  was  a  sweet  June  morning,  and  yet  none  of 
the  inmates  of  No.  — ,  Poolbeg  Street,  felt  any 
inclination  to  take  the  air,  beyond  that  quantity 
receivable  through  a  broken  pane  or  open  win- 
dow. Breakfast  had  totally  exhausted  the 
garrison  supplies,  even  to  the  last  egg-shell,  and 
the  most  rigid  researches  into  the  pockets  of  the 
community,  failed  to  evoke  a  single  tenpenny.* 
Ex  nihilo  nihil  fit, — which,  being  translated, 
meaneth  that  knee-buckles  are  not  obtainable 
from  a  Highlander, — and  had  the  commanders 
been  skinned,  not  stripped,  the  effigy  of  the 
king's  profile  Avould  not  hove  rewarded  the 
investigation.  Occasionally,  like  other  mortals, 
Irish  gentlemen  are  at  their  wits'  end  ;  but  never 
were  three  so  regularly  beaten  to  a  stand-still,  as 
the  confederacy  who  tenanted  No.  —  in  Poolbeg 
Street. 

"  D — n  it,  Billy  !"  exclaimed  the  Austrian 
commander,  "  how  is  the  rowdy  to  be  raised  ?" 

A  disconsolate  shake  of  the  flax-complexioned 

*  A  small  silver  coin  then  in  jjeueral  use. 
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wig,  was  intended  as  an  answer  to  tlie  query, 
and,  in  sooth,  it  was  anything  but  encou- 
raging, 

"  Here  we  are,  cooped  close  as  if  we  were 
under  hatches  in  a  slaver.  Outside,  one  might 
knock  a  dinner  out  of  a  hand  at  lansquenet, 
or,  as  I  have  done  before,  come  it  strong  for  the 
next  week,  after  an  hour  or  two  at  blind 
hookey,"  added  the  man  of  many  callings. 

"  We  have  nothing  convertible  into  cash," 
rejoined  Major  O'Callaghan  ;  "  for  on  the  united 
wardrobe  of  all  concerned,  the  most  liberal 
pawnbroker  would  not  stump  up  a  one  pound 
note ;  and,  as  to  goods  and  chattels — ,  d — n  it, 
that  was  a  knock  at  the  door."  He  jumped  up  : 
"  By  all  that's  beautiful !  there's  a  fellow  with  a 
fish  under  one  arm,  and  a  hamper  you  could 
pack  a  fifer  in,  upon  his  shoulder !" 

"  It's  a  consignment  for  Sir  Neal,"  cried  the 
lawyer,  springing  up.  "  A  salmon,  as  I  am 
a  sinner  !  for  long  as  the  packing  cloth  is,  I  can 
see  the  tail  and  snout,  and  if  there  be  not  a  side 
of  Achil  mutton,  or  a  score  of  fowls  in  the 
basket,  I'll  never  demur  to  a  replication  while  I 
live." 

"  Admit  him  instanter !"  exclaimed  the 
captain. 
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"  Easy,  my  good  friend !"  rejoined  Billy,  with 
professional  discretion,  and  he  proceeded  to 
address  certain  interrogatories  to  the  Achil  envoy 
in  the  vernacular,  to  which  the  responses  of  the 
salmon-bearer  were  considered  highly  satisfactory. 
He  mumbled  something  about  compliments  from 
Sir  Ncal's  honour,  and  scallops  from  the 
Killeries,*  and  the  imperfection  of  his  English 
confirmed  the  truthfulness  of  his  mission. 

Forthwith  the  hall  door  was  right  joyfully 
unclosed  by  the  maid-of-all-work,  who  had  been 
a  delighted  listener,  and  a  garrison  that  might 
have  emulated  Troy   or  Gibraltar,   in   claiming 

*  There  is  not  a  more  delicious  shell-fish  found  within  the 
four  seas  of  Britain,  than  the  scallops  taken  in  the  deep  inlet 
from  the  Atlantic,  which  separates  Ihe  counties  of  Mayo  and 
Galway.  So  highly  was  this  delicacy  appreciated,  that,  in  this 
neighbourhood,  a  peasant  rarely  came  to  ask  a  favour,  without 
being  bearer  of  a  basketful,  to  induce  the  magnate  he  ap- 
proached to  give  to  his  request  a  favourable  hearing. 

There  lived  at  that  time  divers  personages  in  commission  of 
the  peace,  who  were  not  indisposed  to  be  mollified  by  a  repenting 
criminal,  through  the  expiatory  offering  of  a  fatted  goose,  or  a 
basket  of  chickens.  But  one  of  these  customary  presentations 
was  frequently  confined  to  shell-fish.  Hence  these  mercenary 
distributors  of  justice  were  contemptuously  designated  "Scallop 
magistrates,"  in  contradistinction  to  gentlemen — and  that  class 
was  numerous — who  scornfully  repudiated  such  paltry  bribes.  A 
hundred  times  the  author  of  this  sketch  lias  been  insulted  by  the 
tender  of  these  offerings. 
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the  obsidional  crown  for  its  endurance  of  defence, 
fell,  not  by  the  treachery  of  another  Sinon,  but 
through  the  exhibition  of  a  salmon's  head  and 
tail,  the  supposed  body  formed  by  a  wisp  of 
straw,  and  having  no  more  substantial  propor- 
tions than  the  person  of  a  spectre.  In  the 
devising  and  perpetration  of  this  felonious  con- 
spiracy, could  mortal  turpitude  have  extended 
farther  ?  What — were  he  in  the  flesh — would 
Shakspeare's  fat  knight  say  to  this  fresh  proof 
of  human  villany?  and  what,  heinous  as  the 
crime  might  be,  was  liming  sack  to  the  entrap- 
ment of  three  wide-awake  private  gentlemen,  and 
that  too,  by  the  nefarious  agency  of  a  fabricated 
salmon?  But  though  we  could  morahze  for 
a  month,  we  must  sadly  and  shortly  describe  the 
catastrophe  that  followed. 

The  pseudo-conveyancer  of  compliments  from 
Sir  Neal  had  scarcely  gained  the  doorway,  and 
had  thus  safely  effected  an  entrance  of  the 
premises,  when  he  came  to  a  dead  halt,  blocked 
the  passage  with  his  basket,  and  gave  a  warning 
whistle,  audible  at  a  mile  off.  The  signal  was 
promptly  answered  by  a  rush  round  an  adjacent 
corner  of  some  dozen  "  misbegotten  knaves," 
headed  by  Peter  Phelan,  a  scoundrel  hi  "  exi- 
gent and    warrant"    execution,    not   second    to 
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Jonatlian  Wild  himself.  This  "  black  banditti," 
as  poor  Burns  would  have  called  thera,  promptly 
filled  the  hall,  and  Badajoz  was  not  carried  by 
the  Iron  Duke  in  more  oflP-hand  style,  than  the 
fa-talice  in  Poolbeg  Street  was  by  Peter  Phelan 
and  his  myrmidons.  What  followed  was  like  a 
fox-hunt — short,  sharp,  and  decisive. 

In  deference  to  the  majesty  of  the  law,  Billy, 
on  the  first  summons,  surrendered  at  discretion. 
The  man  of  multitudinous  callings  unhappily 
stuck  fast  in  a  vain  attempt  at  levanting  up  the 
chimney,  and,  when  dragged  from  the  funnel,  he 
merely  exchanged  semi-suffocation  for  loss  of 
liberty.  Fortunately  for  all  concerned,  the 
major's  blunderbuss  only  burned  priming. 

Of  the  several  actors  who  figured  in  the  passage 
of  arms  which  w^e  have  thus  hastily  described,  a 
brief  but  faithful  notice  will  record  their  future 
histories.  After  a  legal  purification  in  the  debtors' 
prison,  by  the  errors  of  detaining  attorneys,  or 
through  the  leniency  of  the  Crown,  a  gaol  de- 
livery was  extended  to  all.  The  Austrian  Com- 
mander mysteriously  disappeared — his  future 
whereabouts  never  could  be  traced — and,  like  the 
author  of  "  Junius,"  never  could  his  identity  be 
afterw^ards  established.  The  Captain,  with  better 
luck,  found  favour  in  woman's  eyes — he  being 
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fancied  by  the  relict  of  a  worthy  citizen  in  the 
a-la-mode  hne.  Ancient  Pistol,  a  military  gen- 
tleman of  the  old  school,  was  ambitious  of  wielding 
the  spigot ;  and  Captain  Maguire  brandished  for 
many  a  year  a  carving-knife,  with  much  profit  to 
himself,  and  pleasure  to  the  numerous  frequenters 
of  his  "  cheap  and  nasty,"  as  in  fancy  parlance, 
an  eating  den  is  facetiously  called.  He  died  much 
regretted — and  rests  in  a  snug  corner  of  Bully's 
Acre — unless,  as  there  was  a  shrewd  suspicion^ — 
some  of  his  customers  in  Trinity,*  shortened  his 
tumular  repose. 

No  matter  how  tardily  some  gentlemen  may 
come  to  book,  there  is  one  demand  that  must 
meet  attention — all  are  expected  to  pay  the  debt 
of  Nature — and  Billy  Davis,  in  good  time, 
obedient  to  the  mandate  of  the  Judge  of  All, 
surrendered  at  the  summons  of  that  stern  mes- 
senger, who  laughs  at  prescriptive  privileges — 
lays  his  fleshless  finger  upon  a  Chancellor  or  his 
crier — and  is  equally  ceremonious  to  a  pastry- 
cook.    Peace  to  his  ashes  ! 

There  is  a  pleasant  anecdote  recorded  of  an 
Trish  gentleman  of  sporting  memory,!  ^^'^^o  l^^tl 
for  many  years  been  sorely  afflicted  by  law  and 

*  The  Irish  University  is  so  called. 
f  The  late  Fitzmaurice  Caldwell. 
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gout.  While  stopping  at  a  Welsh  inn,  an  appli- 
cation was  made  for  the  modest  contribution  of  a 
shilling  to  bury  a  defunct  solicitor  :  the  guest 
right  willingly  responded,  by  presenting  the 
envoy  with  a  sovereign,  and  earnestly  entreated 
that  nineteen  more  of  the  detested  community 
should  be  committed  to  the  grave.  Now  we 
would  give  the  grizzly  king  his  own  choice  of 
any  score  he  might  fancy  in  the  Law  List,  if  he 
would  but  return  poor  Billy  to  n])per  air  again, 
just  as  he  left  it,  in  his  snuff-coloured  tights,  and 
flax-complexioncd  bob-wig. 

If,  however,  there  be  peace  in  the  tomb,  and 
rest  for  a  solicitor,  Billy's  repose  will  be  undis- 
turbed— for  a  kindlier  hand  never  indited  a  six- 
and-eight-penny  epistle,  or  extended  hospitality 
alike  to  Tyrian  and  Trojan — plaintiff  and  de- 
fendant. 


IRISH    LIl'E    PICTURES.  115 


THE  TWO  FUNERALS. 


In  the  mixed  history  of  human  hfe  nothing  is 
more  remarkable  than  the  continuous  stream  in 
which  men's  fortunes  ebb  and  flow — sudden  and 
startling  changes  might  be  expected  in  ad- 
venturous careers — and  those  who  gamble 
deeply  in  the  lottery  of  existence,  must  stand 
"  the  hazard  of  the  die."  The  soldier,  the  sailor, 
the  merchant — all  should  be  prepared  to  expe- 
rience frequent  alternations  of  good  and  evil 
fortune — and  while  one  argosie  speeds  gallantly 
to  port,  with  favouring  winds,  and  "  on  the 
bright  surface  of  a  summer  sea,"  another, 
tempest-tossed  from  the  opening  of  the  voyage 
to  its  close,  can  never  reach  the  haven,  and 
founders  in  the  storm  at  last. 

To  every  estate  of  life,  to  every  class  which 
divides  the  social  order  into  its  countless 
sections,  in  short,  to  the  human  family  from  the 
palace   to   the   almshouse — these    unquestioned 
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truths  arc  pointedly  and  painfully  familiar.  Em- 
pires, and  those  who  direct  their  destinies,  "  rise, 
and  fiill,  flourish  and  decay,"  and  the  solitary 
household,  important  in  its  own  consideration, 
but  in  reality,  as  a  drop  in  the  ocean,  a  speck  on 
the  sun's  disc,  claims  no  exemption  from  fate's 
decrees. 

A  regiment  is  a  family,  albeit,  a  large  one,  but 
in  all  its  workings,  even  to  the  minutest  details, 
the  analogy  is  correct — it  has  its  friendships  and 
dislikes,  its  enjoyments  and  its  heartburnings. 
In  this — a  miniature  likeness  of  the  world — all 
the  incidental  occurrences  will  take  place  which 
amuse  or  annoy,  and  thus  causing  pleasure  or 
pain  to  the  whole  of  a  military  community.  The 
soldier's  character  is  anomalous — at  one  moment 
the  veriest  trifle  will  interest  a  barrack — an  hour 
after,  an  order  will  be  received  with  stoical  in- 
difference, which  will  give  a  new  colour  to  the 
lives  of  all,  and  shift  the  scene  of  future  fortunes 
from  one  hemisphere  to  another.  Nothing  con- 
nected with  mortality  is  enduring,  but  of  all  the 
uncertainties  incidental  to  human  life,  the 
soldier's  allotment  embraces  the  largest  pro- 
portion. 

In  the  west  of  Ireland,  I  was  on  a  visit  with  a 
crack  corps — one  with  which,  and  for  many  a 
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preceding  year,  I  had  held  most  intimate  rela- 
tions. I  was  regarded  as  a  member  of  the  family, 
accommodated  with  a  barrack-room,  and  admitted 
an  honorary  member  of  their  mess.  The  - — th 
was,  in  truth,  a  pattern  regiment.  Amongst 
themselves,  the  officers  preserved  the  friendliest 
relations,  and  while  all  enjoyed  an  extensive  lati- 
tude of  free  action,  the  strictest  observance  of 
discipline  was  enforced.  The  senior  officers  were 
Peninsular  soldiers.  "  Need  we  say  more  ?" 
The  younger,  gentlemen  in  the  truest  acceptation 
of  the  phrase.  Hence,  the  efficiency  of  the  corps 
was  happily  maintained ;  the  machinery  was 
perfect — it  worked  smoothly ;  all  that  was  re- 
quired being  effected,  as  it  ever  should  be,  by  the 
harmony  of  united  action. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning  in  "  merrie"  June, 
when  the  regiment  assembled  for  parade.  The 
taps*  had  gone,  and  the  officers  fallen  in,  when 
it  was  reported  to  the  colonel,  that  an  important 
functionary — the  serjeant-major — ^was  unable  to 
attend.  He  had  been  suddenly  taken  ill,  scarcely 
an  hour  before,  and  his  malady  was  serious,  for 
both  surgeons  had  been  in  close  attendance  since 
they  had  been  summoned  from  the  hospital.    An 

*  The  taps,  are  single  strokes  given  by  the  drumstick,  to  inti- 
mate that  the  regiment  is  ready  to  "  fall  in." 
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ordinary  parade  is  soon  ended ;  and,  as  the  men 
dispersed,  the  assistant-surgeon  officially  an- 
nounced to  the  commanding  officer  that  the 
sergeant-major  was  dangerously,  nay,  desper- 
ately ill. 

Mackinnon  was  in  the  prime  of  life,  although 
in  Napoleon's  parlance  "  a  soldier  of  twelve 
battles ;"  and  a  braver  spirit  never  lodged  in 
finer  frame.  He  was  six  feet  three  inches  in 
height,  and  his  figure  was  a  model  for  a  sculptor. 
His  official  duties,  in  military  estimate,  are  pro- 
bably the  most  difficult  of  any  in  the  regimental 
executive — and  never  were  these  more  ably  and 
faithfully  discharged  than  by  the  sick  soldier. 
Strict  as  a  disciplinarian,  he  was  urbane  in 
manner  to  his  superiors,  and  to  all  beside,  kind 
and  conciliatory.  Wherefore  enlarge  upon  his 
rare  qualities  ?     A  better  or  a  braver  soldier, 

"  Kever  set  a  squadron  in  the  field," 

or  showed  the  regiment  he  was   attached  to  a 
more  admirable  example  of  moral  worth. 

He  was  married — and  his  choice  had  been  a 
judicious  one — his  wife  was  the  orphan  daughter 
of  a  Highland  minister — she  was  personally 
handsome,  and  in  conduct  most  exemplary.  If 
the  perfect   discipline  of  the  — th,  when  under 
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arms,  had  invariably  elicited  the  highest  en- 
comiums of  the  district  generals  at  their  biennial 
inspections — than  which  nothing  could  be  more 
flattering  to  Mackinnon  as  a  soldier — how  much 
was  this  proud  testimonial  enhanced  when  he  re- 
tired from  the  parade  ground  to  his  quarters, 
there  to  find  a  smiling  welcome,  and  every 
domestic  comfort  awaiting  his  return,  which  an 
active  and  intelligent  helpmate  could  provide  ? 
All  had  their  cares  from  the  commanding  officer 
to  the  youngest  recruit,  but  had  the  regiment 
been  searched  throughout,  a  happier  man  than 
Mackinnon  could  not  have  been  found  upon  his 
strength. 

Soldiers  are  partial  to  animals,  and  a  regiment 
wnll  have  abundantly  attached  to  it,  its  dogs  and 
cats,  owls  and  eagles,  red-deers,  and  even 
elephants.  With  dogs,  a  barrack  is  eternally 
overrun — for  there,  those  deserted,  and  those 
picked-up,  will  always  find  an  abiding  place — 
seldom,  indeed  are  canine  wanderers  repudiated ; 
and  outcasts  abandoned  by  a  departing  regiment, 
are  hospitably  received  by  the  succeeding  one, 
and  poor  devils  !  as  the  space  within  a  barrack's 
walls  is  their  world — "  they  claim  kindred  there, 
and  have  their  claim  allowed." 

The  former  occupant  of  the  sergeant-major's 
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apartment  had  al)andoncd  a  useless  cur,  and  the 
deserted  wretch,  by  animal  instinct,  clung  to  his 
former  home.  With  the  new  occupants  he  found 
but  sorry  welcome,  was  repeatedly  driven  away, 
and,  obstinate  to  retain  possession,  on  his  last 
intrusion,  the  sergeant-major  was  slightly  bitten 
in  the  finger.  This  canine  nuisance  had  actually 
become  intolerable,  and  an  order  was  issued  that 
all  dogs  Avithout  owners  should  be  destroyed. 
The  pioneers  did  the  work.  Would  to  God  that 
the  order  had  been  issued  one  week  before ! 

Of  all  the  ills  "  that  flesh  is  heir  to,"  hydro- 
phobia is  the  worst.  As  in  the  case  of  a  punc- 
ture from  the  deadliest  of  Asiatic  reptiles,  were 
its  malignant  influence  instantly  apparent,  re- 
medies might  be  applied.  But  an  accursed,  a 
maddening  uncertainty,  for  after  life  attends 
upon  a  dog's  infliction — weeks,  months,  even 
years  may  elapse — the  poison  will  be  latent — 
and  as  the  Carthaginian  earned  his  lethal  anti- 
dote against  misfortune  in  a  ring — so,  the  un- 
happy sufierer,  bitten  by  a  rabid  dog,  w^ill  have 
the  venom  lurking  in  his  veins,  which  by  a  short 
and  horrible  ordeal  will  hurry  him  to  an  un- 
timely grave,  even  when  in  all  the  assurance  of 
protracted  existence  that  lusty  manhood  war- 
rants. 
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I  have  seen  life  pass — often,  and  under  varied 
circumstances — I  mean  those  generally  termed 
violent.  The  bullet  quietly  discharges  its  mission ; 
the  bayonet  as  surely,  but  more  coarsely,  settles 
an  earthly  account — the  rope — faugh  !  we  hate 
the  thought — there's  felony  in  the  name — but  of 
all  the  horrible  forms  in  which  the  King  of  Ter- 
rors advances,  none  approaches  in  revolting  shape 
to  that  dreadful  visitation — canine  madness  ! 

I  repaired  to  the  room  where  the  sufferer  was 
passing  through  his  last  sad  ordeal,  and  never 
shall  I  forget  that  painful  scene.     Stricken  by 
mortal  disease,  and  when  in  the  full  power  of 
sturdy  manhood,  nature's  resistance  was  vigorous, 
enduring,  terrible  !  now  calm,  exhausted,  collected 
— the  poor  victim    conversed   sensibly   with  all 
around  his  bed,  but  when  the  paroxysm  came 
on,  six  able  men  were  sorely  tasked  to  restrain 
the  furious  struggles  of  the  maniac  !    The  contest 
was    too    violent    for  humanity — nature    slowly 
yielded — the  giant's  fury  abated  even  to  infantine 
convulsions ;    and,    before    evening  parade,   the 
most  splendid  soldier,  morally  and  physically  I 
ever  knew,  had  gone  to   his    account — not  by 
Hamlet's  agency — "  a  bare  bodkin,"  but  by  a 
means  still  more  contemptible — a  cur's  tooth  ! 
That  the  loss  of  such  a  man  as  Mackinnon 

VOL.    II.  G 
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would  be  regarded  as  a  regimental  visitation — 
one  to  be  the  more  regretted  because  it  was  irre- 
mediable— may  be  readily  imagined ;  and  its 
effect  upon  the  military  comnumity,  even  from 
the  oldest  officer  to  the  drum -boy,  was  apparent. 
A  ball,  the  proceeds  being  intended  for  a  charit- 
able purpose,  had  been  fixed  for  the  evening  on 
which  Mackinnon  died — it  could  not  be  post- 
poned, and  there  never  was  a  more  wretched 
semblance  of  festivity  than  the  Town  Hall  on 
that  occasion  presented. 

The  night  on  which  we  lost  the  sergeant-major 
was  destined  to  be  marked  by  another  occurrence, 
and  one  which  in  the  annals  of  the  regiment  had 
no  parallel — the  suicide  of  a  soldier.  The  un- 
happy fool  was  a  recruit,  but  recently  emancipated 
from  drill,  and  placed  on  the  effective  strength  of 
the  battalion.  He  was  a  fellow  of  weak  intellect 
— fancied  that  he  was  in  love  with  a  dressmaker 
— was  ridiculed  by  the  lady,  laughed  at  by  his 
companions,  and  came  to  the  idiotic  resolution  of 
ending  love  and  life  together.  Placed  as  sentry 
at  the  barrack-gate,  he  deliberately  loaded  his 
musket,  attached  the  trigger  to  one  of  the  iron 
bolts — knelt — discharged  the  gun,  and  that  with 
such  anatomical  precision,  that  half-a-dozen  mortal 
injuries  were  inflicted  by  the  single  bullet.  Strange 
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as  it  may  appear  a  sergeant's  guard  were  seated 
before  a  fire  not  six  paces  from  the  spot,  and 
until  the  relief  went  round  at  the  customary  in- 
terval of  two  hours,  the  act  of  self-destruction 
was  not  discovered.  The  body  was  then  laid  in 
a  shed — a  coroner's  jury  Avas  next  day  empanel- 
led, and  a  verdict  returned  of  insanity. 

In  executing  the  last  offices  due  by  the  living 
to  the  dead,  the  most  imposing  ceremony  is  that 
attendant  on  a  soldier's  funeral.     Every  one  of 
the  military  grades  has  its  peculiar  amount  of 
ceremonial.     To  mark  the  extent  of  its  loss,  the 
evening  parade  hour  was  chosen  for  the  funeral 
of  Mackinnon,  and  the  whole  regiment  attended 
the  departed  soldier  to  "  that  end  of  all  men" — 
the  narrow  house.     "  The  Dead  March  in  Saul" 
was  alternated  by  that  wild  and  melancholy  wail, 
the  "  Lament  for  Mackrimmon"  by  the  bagpipes, 
and  broken,  at  stated  intervals  by  the  deep  rolling 
of  the  muffled  drums.     The  triple  volleys  of  the 
firing  party  paid  their  parting  tribute — the  regi- 
ment  resumed   its   customary   formation,*    and 

*  la  funeral  order  the  regimental  formation  is  reversed  ;  the 
youngest  and  inferior  ranks  following  the  coffin,  and  the  supe- 
rior officers  bringing  up  the  rear,  and  closing  the  procession. 
Returning,  the  battalion  resumes  its  ordinary  disposition,  as 
when  on  march. 

G    2 
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returned  to  barracks,  having  offered  the  last 
military  compliment  to  their  departed  comrade, 
which  the  usage  of  the  service  has  established  as 
a  posthumous  compliment  to  one  who  has  fought 
the  last  fight  of  nature,  and  in  the  quiet  of  the 
grave,  now 

"  Sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  breaking." 

Three  hours  afterwards,  and  when  the  shades 
of  evening  had  come  on,  the  wretched  suicide 
was  conveyed  to  the  burial  ground  on  a  barrow 
by  four  pioneers,  and  laid  in  his  unhallowed 
resting-place.  An  unpainted  shell,  covered  with 
a  tattered  horse-cloth — the  lid  ungarnished  with 
cap,  belt,  and  bayonet,  bat  heaped  with  entrench- 
ing tools  to  form  a  shallow  opening  in  the 
unconsecrated  clay,  where  "  unhouselled  and 
unannealed,"  the  dog-like  operation  was  hastily 
completed.  Marc  Antony,  of  amorous  memory, 
lost  a  world  for  love.  In  Shakspeare's  page,  and 
elsewhere,  his  memory  has  been  preserved,  but 
to  a  tender-hearted  recruit,  who  might  have  a 
fancy  for  the  usual  post  mortem  civilities,  from 
what  I  witnessed,  no  military  encouragement  is 
held  out ;  and  if  his  course  of  love  runs  roughly, 
he  had  better  substitute  for  an  oimce  of  lead,  a 
safer  and  pleasanter   panacea,    strongly   recom- 
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mended  hy  the  late  Lord  Byron — in  such  matters 
a  high  authority — namely,  "  rum  and  true  reli- 
gion." We  can  assure  him,  from  our  own  per- 
sonal experience,  that  as  a  remedy  it  is  extremely 
palatable,  and  in  curative  certainty  only  equalled 
by  Parr's  pills. 

Soldiers  are  not  singular  in  having  a  fancy  for 
picking  up  useless  curs — the  lower  Irish  also 
have  a  strong  partiality  for  canine  companions  ; 
and  you  never  meet  any  of  the  tramping  commu- 
nity— tinkers,  stocking-men,  and  itinerant  dealers 
in  delf  and  hardware,  who  are  not  accompanied 
by  four-legged  skeletons  enclosed  in  dog-skins. 
I  have  good  reason  to  curse  this  confounded 
animal  attachment,  for  I  lost  as  fine  a  kennel  of 
black  setters  as  the  kingdom  could  have  produced, 
and  by  a  vile  mongrel  that  followed  a  hawker  to 
the  house :  no  suspicion  existed  that  danger  was 
to  be  apprehended — the  rabies  of  the  infected 
animal  reached  fatal  violence  within  an  hour  or 
two  after  its  first  appearance ;  and,  shut  up  in 
the  same  kennel,  he  worried  his  unfortunate  com- 
panions. Their  doom  was  sealed — for  a  sad  but 
imperative  necessity  demanded,  that,  to  guard 
against  frightful  consequences,  the  whole  of  my 
beautiful  spaniels  should  be  at  once  destroyed. 
The  mad  wretch  was  shot  from  the  kennel  win- 
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(low,  and  four  brace  of  matchless  setters  were 
afterwards  despatched — the  painless  celerity  that 
Prussic  acid  affords  being  employed  to  accomplish 
the  sad  but  necessary  sacrifice. 

It  would  appear  that  in  our  fathers'  times  the 
ravages  committed  on  human  life  by  hydrophobia 
were  of  more  common  occurrence  than  they  are 
linppily  in  the  present  day.  In  the  periodical 
obituaries  of  the  past  century,  deaths  by  this 
frightful  malady  are  frequently  recorded.  It  will 
scarcely  be  credited,  and  the  period  will  not  ex- 
ceed sixty  years — that  the  sufferings  of  the  afflicted 
were  too  often  barbarously  abridged — and,  over- 
laid with  a  feather-bed,  by  deliberate  suffocation, 
agonies  pronounced  beyond  human  relief  were 
thus  rudely  terminated.  This  custom,  in  fact, 
murderous  in  intent,  was  humane.  Still  it  was 
fraught  with  danger — for  how  many  secret  im- 
molations might  be  effected  with  impunity,  veiled 
by  a  plea  that  the  sacrifice  was  merciful  ?  One 
case  in  which  murder  was  thus  effected,  is  still  in 
men's  memory,  and  recorded  on  the  Borders,* 
but  many  more  were  perpetrated  through  igno- 
rance, brain-fever  being  mistaken  for  hydro- 
phobia, and  some  previous  dog-bite  authorising 
this  conclusion. 

*  Vide  Maxwell's  "  Hill-side  and  Border  Sketches." 
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With  two  anecdotes  we  wdll  close  this  paper. 
One  that  occurred  some  fifty  years  ago  gave  ^ad 
proof  that  fehne  is  as  fatal  as  canine  infection  to 
human  life. 

In  a  large  town,  the  capital  of  a  county  in  the 
North  of  Ireland,  some  school-boys  had  discovered 
a  cat  in  the  meeting-house,  and,  having  closed 
the  doors  and  windows,  they  mischievously  com- 
menced tormenting  the  poor  animal,  who  vainly 
endeavoured  to  escape  from  her  persecutors  by 
seeking  some  concealment,  her  retreat  having 
been  cut  off.  The  hunted  wretch,  driven  from 
pew  to  gallery,  at  last  sought  shelter  in  the 
pulpit.  One  boy,  bolder  than  the  others,  pro- 
ceeded to  dislodge  poor  puss,  and  succeeded 
after  receiving  a  slight  scratch.  The  animal  was 
killed — and,  like  other  juvenile  freaks,  this  cruel 
one  was  half  forgotten.  Six  weeks  afterwards, 
unequivocal  symptoms  of  hydrophobia  showed 
themselves — and  the  imfortunate  boy,  who  had 
received  the  scratch,  expired  in  fearful  agonies. 

Another  case  of  death  from  this  frightful 
disease  came  within  my  personal  knowledge. 
With  the  unhappy  victim,  and  all  who  might  be 
termed  the  dramatis  persona  of  a  very  tragic  and 
singular  transaction,  the  writer  was  most  in- 
timately acquainted. 
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A  gentleman,  of  eccentric  character,  had 
rehired  from  the  army  on  his  father's  death,  and 
taken  possession  of  a  small  patrimonial  estate. 
One  sister  occasionally  resided  with  him — and  a 
wilder  retreat  than  that  which  her  brother's 
mansion  presented  could  rarely  be  discovered. 
Surrounded  by  bogs  and  mountains,  this  isolated 
abode  was  approached  by  roads  intersected  with 
numerous  brooks  falling  from  the  adjacent  high- 
lands— and  between  want  of  bridges,  and  the 
various  obstacles  incidental  to  roads,  merely 
traced  out,  but  left  unfinished,  a  dozen  miles  of 
more  dreary  surface,  or  one,  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  more  difRcidt  to  traverse  could  not  have 
been  found  in  the  province,  than  the  wastes 
which  separate  Mullaghmore  from  the  low 
country. 

The  house  and  establishment  was  in  perfect 
keeping  with  the  wild  and  uncultivated  locality 
by  which  it  was  approached  and  encompassed. 
It  was,  in  very  truth,  a  Castle  Rackrent.  Doors 
and  gates  were  depending  on  a  single  hinge,  or 
altogether  dismounted,  and  laid  transversely 
across  the  opening  in  wall  or  office-house,  which 
tliey  had  been  originally  designed  to  block  up. 
A  roof  was  partially  unslated — windows  had 
patched  panes,  or  wooden  representatives  of  what 
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had  once  been  glass.  Inside  walls  would  be 
presented  moulded  by  damp,  and  from  w^hich 
whole  departments  of  the  room-papering  were 
dependant.  On  outside  inspection,  the  rough- 
casting had  fallen  off  in  huge  flakes,  while  the 
dark  stone-work  had  been,  to  all  appearance, 
innocent  of  whitewash  for  half  a  century.  Well 
might  the  present  owner  have  made  the  proud 
boast  that  his  was  "  an  open  house."*  Friend 
or  stranger  had  merely  to  lift  the  hall  door  latch — 
for,  during  the  memory  of  the  oldest  of  the  do- 
mestics, the  lock  had  been  unprovided  with  a 
key — the  bolts  would  not  revolve,  and  the  bar, 
twenty  years  before,  had  been  burned  to  boil  the 
kettle. 

The  furniture,  whether  useful  or  decorative, 
was  in  perfect  keeping  with  this  interesting 
domicile.  Not  a  table  could  be  considered  trast- 
w^orthy,  unless,  indeed,  it  was  cunningly  propped 
against  a  supporting  wall ;  and  if  a  chair  pos- 
sessed the  usual  amount  of  legs,  it  was  either 
crippled  in  the  back,  or  in  many  cases,  absolutely 
bottomless.  The  napery* — and  the  stock  was 
not  extensive — was  cane-coloured ;  and  of  glass, 

*  To  "  keep  opeu  house,"  iu  Irish  parlance  means  the  maiii- 
tenauce  of  a  hospitable  one. 
t  Scoilice,  household  linen. 

G    3 
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china,  and  earthenware,  all  that  remained  mi- 
bleiuished,  might  have  been  easily  removed  from 
the  premises  packed  in  a  lady's  reticule  There 
were  forks  with  a  single  prong,  and  knife-blades 
short  by  the  handle. 

We  mentioned  that  the  proprietor  of  the 
pleasant  and  airy  residence  just  described,  had 
an  unmarried  sister,  who  occasionally  made  Mul- 
laghmore  her  abiding-place  ;  and  the  roads  being 
unfavourable  to  wheel  carriages,  her  entrees  and 
exits  to  and  from  this  mountain  Goshen  were  of 
necessity  accomplished  on  horseback — an  old 
retainer  being  always  her  attendant.  Besides 
three  or  four  skeleton  hacks,  dignified  by  the 
title  of  hunters,  a  score  of  mangy  dogs,  of  every 
size,  quality,  and  species,  infested  house,  yard, 
and  offices.  They  might,  one  and  all,  have  been 
in  early  life  well-disposed  to  each  other,  and  in 
peace  and  charity  with  mankind  ;  but,  soured  by 
an  ascetic  diatery,  they  had  become  the  worst- 
tempered  quadrupeds  in  Christendom,  quarrelling 
amongst  themselves  all  day  long,  or  snapping  at 
any  stranger,  who,  in  pursuit  of  pleasure  or 
profit,  intruded  on  the  elegant  retirement,  to 
which  these  canine  ornaments  were  attached. 
Hence,  a  monastic  silence  seldom  reigned  at 
Mullaghmore.      It  was  not  precisely  the  place 
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that  a  musician  would  select  in  which  to  compose 
an  opera;  or  a  popular  preacher  to  arrange  a 
charitable  appeal,  which  should  open  the  hearts 
and  purses  of  a  delighted  auditory.  The  up- 
roarious remonstrances  of  angry  curs  was  ac- 
companied by  the  oaths  and  liallooings  of  their 
amiable  proprietor,  as,  with  a  huge  thonged 
hunting-whip,  he  endeavoured  to  efiPect  a  settle- 
ment of  family  jars,  and  re-establish  amicable 
relations.  A  month  before,  when  endeavouring 
to  adjust  existing  differences,  the  lord  of  Mullagh- 
more  shared  the  common  fate  of  most  peace- 
makers, and  was  severely  bitten  in  the  leg ;  and 
his  butler,  who  came  to  his  master's  assistance 
with  a  pitch-fork,  was  torn  by  the  excited  com- 
batants— his  fingers  being  severely  lacerated. 
The  battle  ended,  the  master  and  man  proceeded 
to  dress  their  wounds.  The  old  butler  contented 
himself  with  wrapping  his  disabled  hand  in  some 
salve  mth  common  bandages ;  but  his  master, 
with  singular  determination,  and  prompted  by 
some  providential  impulse,  actually  removed  the 
flesh  from  the  part  damaged  by  the  dog's  teeth, 
and  afterwards  cauterized  the  wound  with  a  red- 
hot  poker. 

A  few  weeks  elapsed,  and  the  henchman  of 
the  Lord  of  Mullaghmore  was  despatched  with  a 
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pair  of  horses  to  meet  his  young  lady  at  the 
turnpike  road,  on  her  return  home  from  a  visit. 
lie  reached  the  pubUc-house  where  the  mail 
cliano-ed  horses — received  his  fair  charsjc — and 
set  out  with  lier  for  their  mountain  residence. 
Something  in  her  companion's  manner  struck 
the  young  lady  as  remarkable — for,  generally 
communicative,  he  jogged  on  silently  behind  her 
— and  she,  fancying  that  some  disagreement  had 
occurred  between  her  brother  and  his  major 
duomo — a  thing  by  no  means  unfrequent — rode 
smartly  forward,  and,  in  half  an  hour,  had  left 
the  last  cabin  behind,  and  entered  on  six  miles 
of  those  dreary  wastes  which  lay  between  the 
lonely  potecine-house  and  the  mansion  of  Mul- 
laghmore. 

On  went  the  twain ;  and,  piqued  at  the  strange 
manner  of  her  attendant,  the  lady — an  admirable 
horse-woman — urged  her  ill-conditioned  charger, 
and,  gaining  the  loneliest  hollow  in  the  hills, 
pressed  boldly  through  a  ford,  generally  but 
fetlock-deep,  but  which  now,  swollen  by  a  sum- 
mer shower,  had  risen  above  the  horse's  knee. 

The  fair  equestrian  had  scarcely  proceeded  a 
dozen  paces,  when  a  cry,  as  of  one  in  agony, 
caused  her  suddenly  to  rein-up.  It  came  from 
her  unfortunate   attendant,   who   still  remained 
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motionless  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  rivulet, 
declaring,  with  frai\tic  vehemence,  his  inability 
to  attempt  a  passage.  Wondering  what  could 
ail  him,  his  mistress  recrossed  the  stream,  en- 
treated him  to  come  on,  while,  in  trembling 
accents,  the  old  man  convulsively  refused.    With 

wonderful  determination.   Miss seized  the 

bridle — urged  the  horses  into  the  water — and 
gained  the  opposite  bank  with  her  terrified  com- 
panion. Unsuspicious  of  the  cause,  yet  well 
assured  that  the  servant's  mental  state  was  one 
that  indicated  approaching  madness,  she  pro- 
ceeded homewards  in  a  canter,  the  old  man 
keeping  company. 

On  reaching  Mullaghmore,  the  poor  butler 
was  furiously  excited.  With  difficulty  he  was 
secured,  and  prevented  from  doing  injury  to 
others  or  himself.  Eight  hours  ended  the  fearful 
struggle,  and  the  only  specific  for  hydrophobia — 
death — terminated  sufferings  that  set  human 
intervention  at  defiance. 

His  master  survived  his  servant  for  twenty 
years  ;  but  in  a  career  wild  and  reckless.  I 
fancied  often  that  I  could  detect  a  decided  and 
peculiarly-marked  insanity.  His  movements 
were  eccentric — in  the  common-place  successions 
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of  day  and  night  he  differed  totally  from  other 
mortals  —  and  there  were  general  aberrations 
from  the  beaten  tracks  of  ordinary  life  that  in- 
dicated a  close  approach  to  madness. 
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JOHN  CAMPBELL,  THE  HOMICIDE- 


A  harder  matter  to  accomplish  in  the  land 
of  Cockayne  could  not  be  propounded  to  a 
London  house-agent,  than  to  find  some  solvent 
citizen  who,  suadente  diabolo,  not  the  auctioneer, 
would  become  an  occupying  tenant  of  the 
domicile  to  ^vhich  I  had  just  removed,  with'  all 
my  establishment,  biped  and  quadruped.  I  was 
thirty  miles'  distance  from  the  next  post-town, 
and  the  journey,  moreover,  was  one  by  land 
and  by  water,  unless  it  were  accomplished  at 
spring-tides,  when  the  sands  at  lowest  ebb,  were 
for  a  brief  space  only  left  perfectly  uncovered, 
and  firm  as  a  garden  walk. 

The  community  inhabiting  this  wild  corner  of 
the  earth  seemed  properly  assimilated  to  their 
climate.  They  were  rude  and  turbulent — no 
sticklers  themselves  for  exploded  doctrines  touch- 
ing meum  and  tuum,  and  ready,  from  fellow 
feeling,  to    extend    their    sympathies    to    any 
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offender  who  sought  them  for  "the  nonce." 
Hence,  smugglers,  deserters,  and  felons,  might 
evade  justice  in  BaUicroy,  so  long  as  their  cases 
should  require  an  asylum  there ;  provided 
always,  by  foul  means  or  by  fair,  their  treasury 
\vas  solvent. 

On  my  arrival  in  this  new  locality,  I  found 
that  the  stell(B  minor es  in  crime  had  been  ex- 
tinguished by  the  comet-like  superiority  of  a 
malefactor,  in  mercantile  parlance  "  recently 
imported."  He  was  a  homicide  for  the  third 
time.  Through  fear  or  affection  the  peasantry 
harboured  him,  and  it  was  officially  notified 
to  me  that  his  expulsion  or  apprehension  were 
pleasant  pieces  of  magisterial  Avork  expected  at 
my  hands. 

It  may  be  easily  imagined,  therefore,  that  for 
several  months  after  I  had  taken  up  my  residence 
at  the  lodge  of  Aughness,  the  relations  existing 
betw^een  me  and  Mr.  Campbell  (as  this  wholesale 
homicide  was  called),  were  everything  but  ami- 
cable. I  thought  it  beneath  the  dignity  of  a 
poor  esquire  of  the  King,  to  allow  an  unmistake- 
able  malefactor  to  remain  in  my  immediate 
vicinity ;  and  hence  I  denounced  pains  and 
penalties,  if  he  the  dehnquent  did  not  forthwith 
vanish   from   my  bailiwick.     The    decree  went 


IRISH    LIEE    PICTURES.  137 

forth,  and  in  a  few  posts  after  it  was  received,  I 
was  favoured  with  a  prompt  reply.  Mr.  Camp- 
bell acknowledged  the  intimation  which  I  had 
officially  conveyed  to  him  ;  but  added,  that  as 
his  health  was  excellent,  he  could  discover  no 
necessity  for  change  of  air.  In  return  for  the 
polite  comminiication  which  he  had  the  •  honour 
of  receiving,  he  took  the  liberty  to  hint,  that  the 
sooner  I  ordered  a  coffiii,  and  arranged  my 
worldly  affairs,  it  would  be  all  the  better.  I,  as 
in  duty  bound,  indignantly  anathematized  the 
sinner,  and  declared  him  altogether  "  past 
praying  for."  By  the  next  mail  bag,  Mr. 
Campbell  responded  by  an  enigmatical  qusere — ■ 
though,  faith  !  I  guessed  the  import  readily  ; — 
it  went  to  ask  whether  I  considered  my  skin 
impervious  to  a  musket  ball?  and  in  this 
pleasant  position  matters  continued  between  us 
until  the  following  autumn  had  come  round. 

In  the  interim,  from  what  I  felt  myself  and 
heard  of  my  homicidal  correspondent,  neither  of  us 
appeared  to  be  exactly  on  a  bed  of  roses.  My 
domicile  was  thatched,  and  hence  the  most 
adventurous  fire  office  would  not  touch  a  policy 
proposed  by  me  at  any  premium.  A  lighted 
turf  inserted  in  the  straAV,  in  five  minutes  would 
have  rendered  my  residence  and  the  city  of  Toy 
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on  tolerably  equal  terms,  as  far  as  combustion 
went.  On  the  other  hand,  I  having  obtained 
a  reputation  for  a  light  foot  and  restless  tempera- 
ment, if  at  christening  or  dragging-homc*  Mr. 
Campbell  should  honour  the  festivity  with  his 
presence,  what  would  be  more  likely  to  occur, 
than  that  I,  unwelcome  as  Alonzo  the  Brave  at  a 
fashionable  wedding  in  "  lang  syne,"  should 
tumble  in  with  half  a  score  of  "  knaves  in  Kendall 
green,"  and  that,  too,  without  being  announced 
by  the  master  of  the  ceremonies  ?  Our  relative 
positions  were  far  from  pleasant — but  accident 
fortunately  came  to  the  rescue. 

Campbell  had  one  advantage — he  knew  my 
person  intimately ;  for,  twenty  times  (as  he  told 
me  afterwards)  occult  himself,  he  could  have 
struck  me  w^th  a  peat,  while  in  slow  security 
I  was  riding  and  reading  the  newspaper — a 
common  trick  of  mine — close  to  his  ambuscade. 
Him  I  had  never  seen ;  and  the  personal  des- 
criptions of  him  I  received  were  so  conflicthig, 
that  to  form  any  accurate  idea  of  the  malefactor 
from  such  discrepant  reports,  would  have  puzzled 
a  conjuror.  Some  ascribed  to  him  every  satanic 
personality,  excepting  hoof  and  horn ;  while 
others    assured    me    that    the    outlaw   was    a 

*  The  induction  of  a  lady  after  marriage  to  her  new  residence. 
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marvellous  proper  man,  the  very  fellow  to  bother 
any  tender-hearted  young  gentlewoman  at  a 
dance ;  and  who  (were  both  behind  a  mountain) 
was  likely  to  prove  an  ugly  customer  to  the  best 
man  in  Ballycroy,  should  there  be  any  who  had 
a  fancy  to  try  conclusions  with  him. 

The  last  week  of  close-time  had  been  so  wet, 
that,  excepting  on  some  elevated  tammock,  a 
grouse  could  not  find  a  spot  to  lay  his  breast 
upon.  I  had  made  a  hopeless  venture,  and,  with 
no  trifling  personal  fatigue,  ascended  the  higher 
ranges  of  the  hills,  but,  like  the  moors  beneath, 
the  surface  was  so  saturated  with  eternal  rain, 
that  birds  took  wing  long  before  anything  short 
of  a  stand  of  grape  could  reach  them.  I  gave 
the  attempt  up — it  was  evidently  bootless 
labour ;  and  I  started,  accordingly,  hi  a  home 
direction,  and  headed  towards  the  lodge  of 
Aughness. 

If  there  was  no  lion  in  my  path,  there  was  an 
obstacle  to  overcome, — ay,  and  to  the  full  as 
formidable — a  turbid  river  interposed  its  inky 
waters,  a  deep  but  narrow  guUey,  venting  some 
score  of  tributaries  that  came  roaring  down  the 
hill-sides,  and  hurrying  on,  at  racing  speed,  to 
discharge  its  swollen  stream  into  the  armlet  of  the 
sea  that   shut  me  from  my  home.    Determined 
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to  force  a  passage,  if  that  were  practicable. 
I  sent  away  my  gilly  and  his  dogs  to  reach  their 
destination  by  a  safe  but  tedious  detour. 

For  a  long  half  mile  I  followed  the  angry 
jQood,  and  not  a  spot  presented  itself  that  came 
within  a  spring,  such  as  I  knew  my  best-taxed 
energies  could  accomplish.  T  was,  in  truth, 
in  what  Jonathan  calls  "  a  fix,"  and  came  to  a 
hopeless  halt.  It  was  a  moment  of  despondency. 
Curse  upon  mountain  gullies!  I  taxed  classical 
and  poetical  authorities,  and  no  case  in  point 
presented  itself — expectai  rusticus  dum  dejiuit 
aninis.  More  fool  he !  a  night  unhoused  might 
do  in  Italy  well  enough,  while  it  would  be 
anything  but  agreeable  among  the  swamps  of 
Ballicroy.  The  sunny  skies  of  that  fair  region — 
we  mean  Italian — differ  slightly  from  the 
atmospheric  superincumbency  that  veils  "  the 
Land  of  the  West," — a  bituminous  concoction, 
especially  adapted  for  the  aborigines,  or  as 
Romeo  hatli  it,  "  sweets  to  the  sweet ;"  being 
for  the  comfort  of  that  bog-trotting  community,  a 
nicely-assimilated  admixture  of  tar  and  treacle. 
"  Push  on  !  keep  moving !"  quoth  Young 
Rapid  in  the  play.  Whither?  in  my  case, 
asked  common  sense, — a  mere  toss  up,  was  the 
reply;  exchange  Scyllafor Charibdis — on  farther 
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and  speed  worse.  In  a  word  what  was  to  be 
done?  For  half  a  mile  I  plodded  down  the 
stream — stream !  call  you  a  vile  gully,  over- 
charged with  fluid.  To  what  shall  we  liken  it? 
— coffee,  stout,  printer's-ink- washings,  or  any 
abomination,  as  far  as  colour  goes  and  fancy  can 
w^ander — and  not  a  practicable  spot  to  be  dis- 
covered!  Below  the  height,  I  knew  that  a 
tributary  of  no  small  extent  debouched  its  waters, 
and  consequently,  all  chance  of  transit  would  be 
hopeless. 

At  that  moment  of  despondency,  a  human 
figure  rose  slowly  over  a  hillock  which  had 
hitherto  masked  his  approach.  He  w^as  a  tall, 
athletic  fellow,  wrapped  in  a  cota-more,^  and  as 
is  the  prevailing  custom  of  the  peasantry  in  that 
country,  provided  with  a  trusty  sapling. 

He  made  me  a  rude  obeisance — said  that  he 
had  observed  me  try  vainly  for  a  passage,  and 
intimated,  what  I  knew  wtII,  that  one  hundred 
yards  lower  down,  all  chance  of  affecting  a  tran- 
sit would  be  hopeless.  Night  was  closing  fast, 
and  every  moment  precious. 

"  Mark  ye  that  bend  in  the  stream  ?"  he 
said. 

"  I  see  it." 

*  A  frieze  great-coat. 
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"  That  was  the  place  where  the  herdsman's 
body  floated  in — him  who  was  drowned  there 
some  fifteen  years  ago.  Dare  you  ventm'e  a 
long  leap  ?  or  would  you  rather  toil  for  six  long 
miles  over  swamps  and  black-hass  ?" 

"  Hit  or  miss,  we'll  try  the  jump,"  said  I, 
"  and,  if  we  fail,  'tis  but  a  swim  for  it." 

"  Stoutly  spoken,  come  on.  There  is  the 
only  spot,"  he  pointed  out  a  bending  in  the 
river,  and  led  the  way. 

When  we  reached  it,  I  measured  it  with  my 
eye. 

"  Is  that  too  much  for  you,  sir  ?" 
"  Upon  my  word !  my  friend,  it  will  tax  me 
hard." 

"  It  is  your  only  chance,"  he  added. 
"  Barring  a  slip,  I  think  I  can  manage  it." 
"  If  you  can,"  and  he  laid  emphasis  on  the 
word,    "  except  myself,  I'll  call    you   the   best 
jumper  in  Ballycroy." 

"  We  must  send  the  gun  across  before  us," 
said  I,  and  I  prepared  to  throw  it  to  the  opposite 
bank. 

"  AVhat !"  said  the  stranger,  "  risk  injury  to 
such  a  piece  as  this  ?"  and  he  took  it  from  me, 
examined  the  barrels,  tried  the  action  of 
the  locks,  and    then   expressed   his   admiration. 
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"  It  is,  in  truth,  a  splendid  piece  of  workman- 
ship. Trust  it  to  me, — we'll  go  in  or  over 
together.     Then  jump  your  best." 

"  As  if  a  bailiff  were  in  chase — " 

"  A  mad  bull  behind,  or  Campbell  the  mur- 
derer,— you  have  heard  often  of  that  scoundrel  ? 
— at  your  elbow,"  said  he,  and  he  smiled  as  he 
finished  the  sentence, 

"  Faith !  my  friend,  I  have  no  fancy  for  an 
introduction  to  either  mad  bulls  or  murderers. 
I  have  heard  of  a  choice  betw^een  the  devil  and 
the  deep  sea ;  and  I  think  of  the  alternatives 
that  you  propound,  I  would  prefer  a  set-to  with 
the  quadruped." 

"  It  would  be  a  toss-up,"  returned  the  stranger. 
"  So,  here  goes — in  or  over !" 

He  retired  some  thirty  paces,  seemed  to  col- 
lect his  energies,  made  his  rush  and  spring,  and 
landed  full  three  feet  inside  the  river  bank, 

I  had  never  met  before  a  better  jumper  than 
myself,  and  stimulated  by  a  successful  example, 
I  screwed  my  courage  to  the  sticking-point,  made 
the  essay,  and  landed  in  sporting  style. 

"Well  done!  Come,  sir,  we'll  drink  'luck' 
after  that :  I  was  half  persuaded  you  would  have 
jumped  short,  and  I  should  have  been  obhged 
to  fish  you  from  the  shepherd's  corner  there.  After 
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that  spring,  I'll  back  us   two  against  any  pair  in 
Ballycroy." 

I  took  the  flask  lie  olFered,  drank  to  him,  a 
compliment  he  returned  politely,  and  on  we 
jogged  at  a  pace  that  proved  us  both  to  be  good 
mountain  men.  In  half  an  hour  we  topped  a 
rising  ground  that  commanded  an  unbroken 
view  of  the  country  for  miles  around. 

"  In  that  direction  lies  your  route,  mine  lies 
in  this,"  and  he  pointed  north  and  south. 

"  What !  arc  we  to  part  company  ?"  said  I ; 
"  and  will  you  refuse  good  quarters  and  warm 
welcome  ?  In  faith  !  my  friend,  I  owe  you  the 
double  debt." 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  Come,  come — the  warmest  corner  in  the 
lodge  is  yours,  and  none  deserve  it  better." 

He  smiled.  "  Shall  I  speak  one  short  sen- 
tence, and  will  you  repeat  the  invitation  ?" 

"  Tiy  me." 

"  Say,  that  I  proved  some  person  of  whom 
the  world  spoke  lightly — a  deserter — or  the — " 

"  Devil,  to  fill  the  blank  up,"  I  added.  "  The 
best  cheer  that  my  poor  residence  affords  shall 
still  be  yours." 

"  There  is  your  gun, — and  now  will  you  repeat 
your  invitation  ?" 
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"Yes/' 

"  One  who  held  you  at  defiance,  now  trusts 
you  with  both  life  and  liberty ;  and  I  know  you 
have  too  much  manhood  to  take  him  at  advan- 
tages— John  Campbell  is  beside  you!" 

I  started  back  a  pace  or  two,  and  never  was 
one  of  the  King's  poor  esquires  more  desperately 
bothered  than  myself. 

"  I  am  at  your  disposal,"  said  the  outlaw, 
with  perfect  coolness ; — "  am  I  a  freeman  or  a 
prisoner  ?" 

"  If  you  never  be  the  latter  'till  I  arrest  you, 
— but  come  along,  let  us  push  homewards. 
Call  yourself  by  any  name — priest,  parson,  or 
any  craft  you  please — none  will  seek  your 
secret." 

"  I  will  only  trespass  on  you  for  this  night. 
My  determination  is  already  taken.  You  were  the 
only  man  I  feared, — you  pressed  me  hard, — I 
know  the  risk  I  run.  If  ever  neck  was  sure  of 
halter,  mine  is  the  one.  But  I  am  weary  of  a 
ruffianly  existence.  Will  you  but  promise  me 
one  week's  freedom,  and  ere  the  eighth  day 
passes,  I'll  swear  to  return,  and  ask  you  to 
lodge  me  in  the  gaol  ?" 

"  Upon  my  life,  the  compact  will  be  a  strange 
one — agreed !" 

VOL.    II.  H 
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"  Shall  I  carry  the  gun  ?" 

I  handed  it  to  liim,  and  on  we  jogged  in 
perfect  amity. 

"  Know  ye  any  of  my  people  at  the  lodge  ?" 

"Whether  I  do  or  not,  none  of  them  will 
claim  an  acquaintance.  The  New  Police  have 
a  faithful  description  of  me,  for  I  furnished  it 
myself,"  and  he  laughed  heartily.  "  By  heaven  ! 
I  always  fancied  that  -you  and  I  should  become 
friends  at  last.  Many  a  good  supper  and  sound 
sleep  I  owT  you.  Little  did  you  imagine  that 
when  you  w'ere  picking  a  brandered  grouse  in 
the  parlour,  I  was  engaged  with  grilled  mutton 
in  the  servants' -hall.  I,  threatened  death,  and 
you,  the  gallows ;  and,  strange  but  true,  the 
same  ink  traced  both  writings  more  than  once." 

"  What  a  false  gang  my  villanous  establish- 
ment must  be !" 

"No;  they  are  true  to  you,  one  and  all. 
They  knew  right  well  that  I  w^ould  not  harm 
you, — ay,  not  one  hair  upon  your  head, — could 
I  have  bought  the  King's  pardon  by  it." 


Before  breakfast  it  was  announced  that  the 
visitor  I  had  brought  home  on  the  preceding 
evening  had  beaten  an  early  retreat,  after  a  due 
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acknowledgment  of  tlie  night's  hospitality,  and 
an  intimation  that  he  might  be  expected  back 
in  a  few  days. 

The  period  he  named  when  he  should  return 
came  round ;  night  had  set  in,  but  the  outlaw 
did  not  present  himself.  Some  wild  adventure 
had  probably  engaged  his  truant  disposition, 
and  I  began  to  fear  that  his  professions  of 
amended  life,  like  "  dicer's  oaths,"  were  already 
half  forgotten.  It  was  to  me  a  subject  of  regret ; 
for,  sooth  to  own  it,  I  had  taken  an  interest 
in  the  fellow. 

Presently,  the  voices  of  several  persons  were 
heard  in  the  farther  department  of  the  lodge, 
which  was  allotted  to  the  servants,  and  also  used 
for  the  accommodation  of  such  strangers  as  it 
might  be  considered  infra  dignitatem  in  me 
to  admit  to  our  private  presence.  Whoever  the 
guests  might  be,  they  were  welcome  ;  for,  from 
broken  sentences  which  I  overheard,  their  re- 
ception was  friendly.  In  a  few  minutes  my 
butler  appeared,  and  announced  that  the  outlaw 
had  returned,  and  at  my  desire  he  was  speedily 
introduced. 

"You  see,  sir,"  he  said  laughingly,  "that 
having  once  found  my  way  to  the  lodge,  I  am 
not  likely  to  forget  it." 

H    2 
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"  I  should  be  sorry  if  you  did,  Campbell  ;  and 
led  me  add,  that  you  are  more  welcome  than 
many  an  honester  man  would  be." 

He  gave  me  a  melancholy  smile,  and  thanked 
me  gratefully ;  even  when  he  laughed,  there  was 
something  in  the  sound  that  was  depressing  to 
the  spirits.  In  the  Highlands,  there  is  a  pre- 
vailing fancy  that  "  doomed  men  "  bear  indica- 
tions in  their  features  which  foretell  their  fate ; 
and  even  when  assuming,  if  he  did  not  feel  it, 
a  mirthful  mood,  Campbell's  countenance  ex- 
hibited an  expression  not  to  be  described ;  but 
in  effect  it  was  absolutely  heart-sinking. 

"  Well,  sir,  you  have  given  the  words  of 
welcome  to  me,  will  you  extend  them  to  two 
others  ?     I  have  not  returned  alone." 

The  announcement  startled  me.  Was  Camp- 
bell going  to  take  advantage  of  a  trifling  service, 
and  colonize  my  domicile  with  criminals  ?  He 
saw  that  I  was  not  much  gratified  at  his  com- 
munication. 

"  I  fear,  sir,  that  I  have  trespassed  too  heavily 
on  your  kindness.  It  may  be  easily  remedied, 
however;  for,  half  a  mile  farther,  I  have  a 
kinsman  who  will  afford  us  all  we  want — humble 
fare  and  the  shelter  of  the  roof-tree." 

"  To   be   candid    with    you,"    I   responded, 
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smiling,  "  although  always  happy  to  have  your 
company  when  alone,  I  am  in  nowise  ambitious 
of  extending  my  visiting  circle,  noscitur  e  sociis. 
You  need  not  tax  your  Latin  heavily  to  construe 
what  I  mean — one  gentleman  who,  like  yourself, 
has  adopted  the  system  of  free-trading,  is  as 
much  as  I  can  tolerate.  In  a  word,  who  may 
your  companions  be  ?  Are  they,  as  Shakspeare 
has  it,  regular  clerks  of  Saint  Nicholas — gentle- 
men who  have  discharged  themselves  from  the 
army  without  pay  or  pension, — cracked  a  skull 
without  the  power  of  its  being  repaired,  or — 
or — 

"On  all  these  points  I  can  plead  for  them 
a  *  not  guilty,' "  replied  the  fugitive. 

"  Well,  if  they  have  neither  given  employment 
to  the  coroner,  or  called  stand  to  a  true  man, 
what  devil's  errand  drove  them  in  your  good 
company  to  Ballycroy  ?" 

"  I  think  I  might  offer  my  security  against 
any  of  these  imputed  charges.  But  satisfy 
yourself,  sir,  for  if  we  are  to  move  on,  the 
sooner  we  reach  our  night-quarters  the  better," 
and  he  called  to  the  new  comers  to  appear. 

Criminals  indeed  they  were  not — for  a  woman 
of  uncommon  beauty,  with  a  child  in  her  arms, 
the  next  minute  stood  before  us. 
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The  outlaw's  cold  and  daring  mood  instantly 
was  changed.  A  deep  and  desponding  expres- 
sion succeeded  the  reckless  bearing  his  features 
had  just  now  exhibited  ;  and,  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
he  thus  continued — 

"  The  die  wdth  me  is  cast — my  resolution  is 
immoveably formed — and,  to  end  a  fugitive  career, 
I  risk  a  felon's  doom.  Here,"  and  he  pressed 
his  companion  with  an  ardent  impulse  to  his 
bosom.  "  Here,  all  that  John  Campbell  loves, 
all  that  would  offer  an  inducement  for  prolonging 
an  existence  such  as  a  branded  criminal  like 
himself  must  ever  lead — here,  all  are  centered. 
But  for  these,"  and  he  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
"  as  I  trust  for  mercy,  sinner  that  I  am !  the 
thrust  that  sped  me — the  ball  that  reached  this 
heart — would  be  welcomed  dearly  as  the  first 
confession  of  a  woman's  love.  Hap  what  will 
to  me,  will  you  protect  them  ?" 

I  am  no  braggart,  but  I  would  scorn  to 
acknowledge  that  any  womanly  ingredients  were 
mingled  in  a  physical  conformation,  which, 
I  am  proud  to  say,  and  would  fain  hope,  has 
hitherto,  and  will  in  future,  caiTy  me  through 
life  as  a  man  should  bear  himself — but,  on  my 
soul !  the  outlaw  had  found  and  touched  the 
weak  point  of  my  nature.     I  took  the  smiling 
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infant  in  my  arms — Kissed  a  tear  away  that 
was  stealing  down  his  mother's  cheek — and 
before  heaven,  attested  myself  for  life  their 
protector !  Faithfully  that  vow  has  been  ob- 
served. 


Time  hurried  on — the  a-ssizes  were  fast  ap- 
proaching— and  his  wife  and  child  were  domi- 
ciled in  my.  house  ;  Campbell  kept  the  hill-side. 
If  he  ventured  down  after  night,  I  was  kept 
in  ingorance  that  a  murderer,  by  proclamation, 
was  sheltered  beneath  my  roof.  All,  to  speak 
hibernice,  that  1  wished  to  know,  was  to  know 
nothing.  I  had  no  fancy  to  play  Paul  Pry — 
and  none  volunteered  the  trouble  of  enlightening 
the  ignorance  of  a  gentleman  who  evidently 
considered  it  a  folly  to  be  wise. 


Since  Ballycroy  had  attained  a  felonious  cele- 
brity, which,  fof  a  century,  none  had  disputed, 
two  greater  scoundrels  than  Wade  and  Brady 
had  never  there  sought  and  found  an  asylum. 
The  former  ruffian,  after  his  desertion,  had  been 
recognized  by  a  soldier  of  the  same  regiment, 
and,  in  attempting  his  arrest,  had  been  shot 
dead   by   the   fugitive.      Of  every   crime   held 
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lethal,  his  companion,  as  it  was  believed,  might 
have  been  safely  accused.  In  fact,  two  more 
atrocious  malefactors  had  never  a  price  set  upon 
their  heads.  I  had  been  using  vigorous  exer- 
tions to  eflFect  their  apprehension — and  they  had 
resolved  to  quit  my  bailiwick,  and  seek  some 
safer  concealment. 

Bad  as  he  was,  Campbell  had  refused  to 
consort  with  them ;  and  when  his  alliance  with 
me  was  bruited  over  the  country,  rumour  falsely 
added,  that  their  betrayal  into  my  hands,  was 
promised  in  return  for  my  favoiu".  In  this  belief, 
the  last  act  of  their  felonious  career,  before  they 
should  take  their  departure  from  Bally croy  was  to 
be  the  murder  of  Campbell  and  myself. 


Late  on  the  last  evening  of  his  life,  the  doomed 
man  set  out  at  dusk,  to  reach  Newport  in  the 
night,  and  hold  a  consultation  with  the  lawyer  I 
had  retained  to  conduct  the  defence  of  the  un- 
fortunate man,  in  whose  fate  I  had  taken  a  lively 
interest.  By  some  undiscovered  means  the  in- 
tended journey  and  its  object  became  known. 
The  loneliest  of  the  mountain-passes  is  called 
from  some  former  scene  of  blood  by  the  ominous 
name  of  Craig-na-moina  (the  bloody  rock).   That 
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fatal  defile  Campbell  was  seen  to  enter ;  but  he 
never  left  it  living.  Two  shots  were  heard  by  a 
peasant  boy,  and  my  unhappy  henchman  was 
found  perforated  with  a  dozen  slugs  and  bullets 
— any  of  the  numerous  wounds  sufficient  to  rob 
the  victim  of  his  life. 


On  the  third  evening  after  the  murder,  a  tra- 
velling stocking-man  entered  the  lodge,  and 
asked  for  a  tarf  to  light  his  pipe  with.  I  passed 
accidentally  through  the  kitchen,  and  a  meaning 
look  and  sign,  made  to  me  unobserved  by  any  of 
the  servants,  told  me  that  the  stranger  had  some 
secret  to  communicate.  I  gave  him  a  speCvly 
opportunity — walked  carelessly  behind  the  offices 
— he  promptly  followed,  and  his  intelligence  was 
important.  Within  an  hour,  he  had  seen  poor 
Campbell's  murderers,  seated  in  the  inner  room 
of  a  sheebien-house,  not  a  mile's  distance  from 
the  lodge.  He  saw  them  distinctly  through  a 
crevice  in  the  window-shutter,  as  they  sate  ca- 
rousing at  the  fire.  They  seemed  in  full  security, 
and  their  arms,  five  or  six  stands,  were  laid  upon 
a  bed  in  the  further  end  of  the  apartment. 

To  select  half-a-dozen  of  the  police — provide 
myself  with  weapons — and  start   for  the  mur- 
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derers'  haunt,  was  but  the  work  of  a  few  minutes 
— and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  we  reached  the 
hostehie. 

Om-  approach  had  created  no  alarm,  and  un- 
suspected I  recounoitered  the  room.  My  orders 
were  to  burst  in  at  once,  and  overpower  the 
villains  before  they  could  resume  the  weapons 
which  fortunately  they  had  laid  aside. 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  promptly  and 
successfully  executed  than  the  surprise  ;  and  be- 
fore daylight  broke,  the  scoundrels  were  lodged 
in  the  county  gaol — and  in  three  months  after 
they  exchanged  time  for  eternity,  dogged  and 
impenitent  to  the  last. 

It  will  only  remain  for  me  to  say,  that  the 
main  incidents  of  this  wild  tale  are  authentic,  and 
that,  however  numerous  my  other  sins  of  omission 
might  have  been,  the  recording  angel  had  no 
cause  to  register  against  me  in  heaven's  chancery, 
any  accusation  for  neglecting  the  widow  and 
orphan  of  John  Campbell,  the  Homicide, 
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THE  SPORTING  OUTLAW. 


"Misfortune  introduces  some  people  to 
strange  bed-fellows" — as  the  old  saw  runs — and, 
although  I  have  no  reason  to  hold  myself  more 
unlucky  than  my  acquaintances  are  generally,  I 
have  consorted  in  my  time  with  some  curious 
specimens  of  the  body  politic.  In  amicable  re- 
lations I  have  been,  as  I  verily  think,  a  favoured 
mortal ;  and  although  mine  has  been  a  blank 
ticket  in  the  matrimonial  lottery,  I  have  num- 
bered on  the  friendly  list  as  many  true  Co- 
rinthians as  any  single  sinner  like  myself  had  any 
right  to  calculate  upon.  Why  I  should  have 
reached  the  place  in  the  race  of  life  I  hold  at 
present — and  mine,  gentle  reader,  is  now  "  the 
run  home" — ungifted  with  that  choice  article  of 
household  furniture  which  Horace  (an  unmarried 
poet,  by  the  way)  has  been  pleased  to  intitulate 
a  placens  uxor,  is  at  times  a  puzzle  even  to  my- 
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self.  To  use  the  parlance  of  the  Sunday  Times, 
which,  in  a  column  headed  "  Matrimony,"  pro- 
pounds connubial  overtures  from  modest  gentle- 
men, who,  to  an  interesting  exterior,  unite 
polished  manners  and  an  amiable  disposition,  so 
am  I  vain  enough  to  think,  that  less  worthy  can- 
didates than  myself  have  worshipped  in  the 
hymeneal  temple. 

"On  their  own  merits  modest  men  are  dumb," 

saith  the  learned  Theban  in  the  play;  but  I 
dissent,  toto  coslo,  from  the  Doctor,  and  I  firmly 
believe  that  the  wailful  concealment  of  a  man's 
candle  beneath  a  bushel,  is  httle  better  than  a 
suicidal  act ;  and,  as  in  this  wicked  world,  no 
matter  how  miscellaneous  your  virtues  shall  be, 
your  trumpet  may  nevertheless  hang  above  your 
door  to  eternity,  before  your  next  neighbour  will 
favour  it  with  a  blast,  why,  then,  as  T  conscien- 
tiously opine,  the  only  remedy  for  man's  neglect, 
is  to  sound  it  yourself  W'henever  you  can  find 
wind  and  opportunity. 

Imprimis — I  should  wish  it  to  be  clearly  un- 
derstood, that  a  better  looking  sexagenarian 
would  not  have  been  encountered  at  the  last 
cattle  show.  If  I  have  eschewed  matrimony,  let 
no  inferences  be  di'awn  from  that  circumstance 
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unfavourable  to  my  general  morale ;  I  hold  my- 
self to  be  a  blameless  citizen.  From  the  opening 
of  the  present  century,  like  Justice  Woodcock,  I 
have  paid  "  scot  and  lot,"  rode  honestly  to 
harriers,  when  hounds  relied  rather  upon  the 
nose  than  the  eye ;  and,  if  I  came  down  at  a 
rasper,  I  had  time  enough  to  get  up  again,  re- 
cover my  lost  place,  and  see  the  finish  hand- 
somely.    Old  men  are  said  to  be  egotistic ;  but, 

it,  I  am  not  old — I  was  but  a  squeaker* 

when  the  French  landedf — and  although,  from 
wind  and  condition,  I  would  not  back  myself  for 
a  long  set-to,  I  am  man  enough  stUl. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  gainsay  the  respectability 
of  the  holy  estate,  albeit,  that  I  have  remained 
contentedly  in  single  blessedness.  My  courage 
is  of  the  prudential  order,  and  on  my  part,  a 
Benedictine  visit  to  the  altar,  would  now  be  a 
hazardous  experiment.  To  make  a  clean  breast, 
T  will  freely  admit  that  I  am  slower  than  I  used 
to  be ;  I  have  no  objection  to  an  open  gate  > 
would  rather  that  a  fence  were   under  five  feet 

*  Sqrteaker  is  a  term  applied  in  Ireland  to  a  young  grouse 
able  to  take  wing,  but  not  sufficiently  matured  either  to  please  the 
sportsman  or  the  cook. 

t  Formerly,  in  the  West  of  Ireland,  the  descent  of  Humbert, 
in  179S,  was  an  event  by  which,  ante  ov post,  the  peasantry  re- 
ferred all  dates  to. 
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than  above  it  ;  have,  for  half-a-dozen  years, 
generally  declined  conntry  dancing ;  and,  like 
Bob  Acres,  will  honestly  confess  that  my  toes  are 
too  antigallican  to  execute  the  rotatory  move- 
ments of  a  waltz.  I  am  not  the  man  I  was, 
when,  two  years  before  the  advent  of  the  French, 
I  won  the  Knockcroghery  Cup.*  I  would  now 
decline  a  settlement  on  the  pig-skin,  if  three 
miles  of  a  sporting  country  were  to  be  crossed — 
the  same  having  an  equitable  proportion  of  double 
ditches,  stumped  hedges,  and  stone  walls.  We 
once  could  do  that  trick — but,  as  fat  Jack  says,  a 
man  cannot  last  for  ever. 

*  This  once  celebrated  plate,  which  is  now  alluded  to,  was 
named  after  a  large  irregularly-built  village,  close  to  the  scene 
where,  for  nearly  half  a  century,  the  honour  of  becoming  its 
possessor  was  decided.  The  country  over  which  the  cup-candi- 
dates contested  the  valued  prize,  is  probably  the  most  trying 
three-miles-surface,  for  horse  and  raau,  that  the  kingdom  could 
produce.  Hence,  racing  speed  and  superior  fencing  powers  were 
required  in  the  steed,  while  cool  judgment,  iron  nerve,  and  a 
fixture  on  the  pig-skin  that  was  not  to  be  disturbed,  were  indis- 
pensable qualities  on  which  a  rider  could  only  repose  his  confi- 
dence. The  character  of  the  country  may  be  imagined  from 
one  fact,  that  when,  some  half  score  years  ago,  the  author 
visited  Knockcroghery  with  a  bold  dragoon,  one  of  the  best  and 
fastest  of  the  Melton  lot,  liis  friend  candidly  declared  that  any 
man  who  kept  a  saddle  and  crossed  the  cup  ground  we  then  ex- 
amined, might,  after  that  exploit,  back  himself  heavily  to  ride 
safely  from  Pandemonium  to  the  Pole. 
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After  the  candid  confessions  I  have  made,  I 
may  prefer  a  fair  claim  to  all  privileges  granted 
to  approachhig  senility.  If  the  experiences  of 
half  a  century  have  not  brought  wisdom,  it  is  not 
that  mine  has  proved  a  common-place  career,  and 
that  my  rout,  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  all  through, 
was  but  a  barren  journey.  Like  every  story  of  a 
past  life,  in  mine  I  have  much  to  look  back  upon 
with  pleasure,  and  more  that  will  bring  pain  witti 
the  recollection.  Is  not  this,  after  all,  nothing 
but  the  ordinary  visitation  that  the  flesh  is  heir 
to  ? — a  penalty  that  is  entailed  upon  existence, 
and  one  that  humanity  must  pay  ? 

I  never  had  the  honour  of  inserting  a  leg 
under  regal  mahogany,  but  with  every  order  in 
society  besides,  I  have  rubbed  skirts,  even  from 
a  duke's  to  a  dustman's,  and  by  turns  I  have 
been  blessed  or  afflicted  with  associates  good  and 
bad.  One  has  but  recently  shuffled  off  his  coil. 
Like  Rob  Roy,  he  was  a  personage  whom  it 
would  not  be  altogether  safe  either  to  ban  or 
bless — and  all  I  shall  venture  to  add  is,  that 
once  I  could  have  better  spared  a  better  man, 
than  Captain  Macgreal. 

"  Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen," 

and  while  some  men  are  predestined  to    good 
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luck,  others — as  a  facetious  countryman  of  ours 
would  say  when  alluding  to  himself —  "  had  they 
been  bound  apprentices  to  hatters,  then  people 
would  have  come  into  the  world  without  heads." 
Great  men  and  small  men  have  indulged  alike  in 
dreams  of  incipient  elevation.  Napoleon,  from 
an  early  age,  looked  forward  to  the  purple ;  and 
Nelson,  when  scarcely  posted,  declared  that  he 
would  yet  occupy  a  corner  in  the  Gazette.  He 
realized  the  boast ;  and  yet  my  friend  and  cama- 
rado,  Shemus  Rhua  (Red  James),  less  fortunate, 
was  never  even  favoured  with  a  leader  in  the 
Times,  although,  as  a  set-off  against  this  neglect, 
he  held  a  conspicuous  place  for  years  in  the  Hue 
and  Cry.  The  little  Liberator,  Master  John,  with 
feeble  ululation  iterates  the  deep  diapason  of  his 
stentorian  progenitor,  and  dcclareth  to  some 
dozen  of  the  unwashed,  that  justice  is  refused  to 
Ireland.  Her  harp,  a  jangling  enormity,  com- 
pared with  which,  to  our  fancy,  a  Highland  bag- 
pipe would  prove  to  be  a  discourser  of  eloquent 
music,  like  the  halls  of  Tara,  may  be  returned 
non  inventi.  Ireland,  and  all  appertaining  to  her, 
is  booked  safe  for  oblivion  ;  and,  within  another 
century.  Captain  Macgreal,  hke  Fin  MacCoul, 
Daniel  the  Liberator,  the  inventor  of  Parr's  Pills, 
and  the  adventurous   manner  who  executed  a 
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hornpipe,  for  the  first  time,  on  the  apex  of  the 
North  Pole — all  will  be  considered  equally  non- 
existent as  Sinbad  the  Sailor,  and  all  that  they 
said  and  did  so  apocryphal,  as  to  be  held  faith- 
worthy  only  by  people  who  are  true  believers  in 
the  mayoralty  of  Lord  Whittington,  and  on  the 
strength  of  that  authority  would  venture,  as  a 
safe  speculation  even  in  the  present  day,  to  send 
out  an  assorted  cargo  of  live  cats. 

For  many  years  after  the  insurrection  of  '98 
had  been  suppressed,  order  conditionally  restored, 
and  life  had  become  about  as  secure  as  it  is  at 
present,  Ireland  was  sadly  disturbed,  although 
most  of  the  patriots  of  the  day  had  migrated  to 
"  The  Land  of  the  Free,"  as  authoritate,  Master 
Jonathan,  "The  States,"  are  thus  designated. 
Unfortunately,  however,  for  the  "  Green  Isle," 
too  many  of  the  delinquents  preferred  skulking 
at  home,  to  squatting  in  the  Yankee  backwoods. 
And  as  one  of  the  prevailing  fancies  of  the  lower 
Irish  is  their  mischievous  propensity  for  abetting 
any  criminal  evading  justice — even  with  "  blood 
beneath  his  nails" — as  the  old  Highlanders  would 
have  termed  it ;  and  no  matter  how  heinous  his 
ofFendings,  hospitality  was  then,  as  it  will  be 
now,  most  liberally  extended. 
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But  to  return  to  the  history  of  our  old  hench- 
man, the  gallant  captain. 

Shemus  Rhua  was  in  his  prime  while  we  were 
in  the  cradle  ;  and  when  we  were  sorely  afflicted 
for  grammatical  irregularities,  by  one  of  the  most 
unrelenting  pedagogues  who  ever  repaid  an  offence 
against  prosody  by  a  birchen  visitation,  Captain 
Macgreal  was  a  proclaimed  outlaw,  living  after 
the  fashion  of  Robin  Hood,  Strange  as  it  may 
appear,  the  local  police  was  so  defective  in  those 
days,  that  two  notorious  criminals,  each  dubbed 
captain  by  the  peasantry,  remained  openly  in  the 
country  for  years.  The  subject  of  this  memoir 
was  one ;  the  other  was  a  truculent  scoundrel 
named  Gibbons,  whose  felon  career  was  unre- 
deemed by  a  single  mitigating  deed.* 

In  our  own  remembrance,  Macgreal,  or,  ta 
copateeine  (the  captain),  as  the  country  people 
designated  Shemus  Rhua,  was  a  fine,  athletic, 
well-featured  fellow — a  clean-built  thirteen -stone 
man,  without  an  ounce  of  exuberant  condition. 


*  Gibbous  might  have  evaded  j  ustice  for  many  years,  but  his 
profligate  habits,  aud  a  coustaut  exaction  of  black  mail,  had 
altogether  weaned  the  sympathies  of  the  country-people.  He 
was,  consequently,  betrayed,  captured  in  brutal  drunkenness, 
carried  off  to  Westport,  and  tried  and  hanged,  before  he  had 
time  to  become  sober. 
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In  height,  he  touched  upon  five  feet  ten,  and  was 
remarkable  for  an  expansive  chest,  and  square 
shoulders.  He  was  long-armed  and  light-limbed  : 
but  nothing  could  be  more  correct  than  his  per- 
sonal proportions.  A  life  spent  mostly  in  the 
open  air  was  favourable  to  health  and  manly 
energy,  and  hence,  at  sixty,  Red  James  would 
have  defied  the  ablest  of  the  mountain  herdsmen 
to  have  outworked  him  throughout  a  summer's 
day. 

And  yet,  in  the  captain's  career,  there  was 
much  to  overthrow  the  faith  which  water  drinkers 
repose  in  their  potations.  The  quantity  of  undi- 
luted whiskey  which  Red  James  could  drink,  and 
did  drink,  was  hardly  to  be  calculated  or  believed. 
When  not  on  the  mountains  with  me,  settled  in 
the  servants'  hall,  trying  the  river  for  a  sea-trout, 
or  occupied  in  leech  craft,  the  commander's  favo- 
rite haunt  was  some  ilhcit  distillery.  There, 
seated  beside  a  turf  fire,  intense  enough  to  roast 
a  sheep,  Shemus  would  discuss  alcohol  from  an 
egg-shell ;  and  after  a  twelve  hours'  sojourn,  he 
would  toddle  so  steadily  home  to  Old  Head,  that 
no  one  who  encountered  him  by  the  way,  would 
have  suspected  that  he  had  been  tasting  the 
*'  barley  bree"  from  cock  crow  to  curfew. 

A  vagabond  life  was  that  only  which  the  cap- 


164  ERIN-GO-BRAGH  ;    OR, 

tain  would  lead,  were  his  own  fancy  the  director. 
Early  in  manhood  he  had,  in  an  unguarded  hour, 
committed  matrimony ;  and,  as  we  presume,  for 
sins  past  and  prospective,  he  stumbled  on  a 
thorough-bred  Xantippe.  Her  tongue  was  not 
amiss ;  well,  words  break  no  bones ;  but  the 
same  remark  would  not  hold  good,  if  Mrs.  Mac- 
greal  employed  her  bunch  of  fives — a  style  of 
appeal  to  the  person  the  lady  was  nothing  loth  to 
resort  to.  The  captain  could  thrash  any  man 
within  the  parish — and  his  better  half  could  whip 
the  captain,  and,  poor  fellow  !  he  felt  and  owned 
her  superiority.  The  parties  separated  by  mutual 
consent ;  and  while  the  fair  dame  retained  pos- 
session of  the  family  mansion  in  the  clachan, 
Jemmy  occupied  occasionally  a  cabin  in  a  moun- 
tain village.  It  had  little  to  recommend  it  but 
good  air ;  and  also — and  that  was  an  important 
consideration — that  five  long  miles  of  hill  and 
heather  intervened  between  his  selected  domicile 
and  that  tenanted  by  the  fair  object  of  his  early 
love. 

There  are  secrets  in  every  house — or  a  skeleton, 
as  the  Germans  figuratively  term  domestic  mat- 
ters— kept  generally  behind  the  curtain.  Now 
and  again,  half-a-crown  might  have  been  produced 
in    a   sheebiene-house  by   the  red-haired   com- 
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mander ;  but  that  was  the  casual  gift  of  some 
sportsman  whom  he  had  encountered  on  the  hill- 
side ;  and  the  tenure  of  the  coin  would  be  short 
indeed,  if  the  poteeine  in  the  nearest  hostelrie  was 
only  what  it  ought  to  be.  Were  it  not,  it  would 
have  been  indignantly  repudiated,  for  a  better 
judge  than  the  captain  could  not  have  been  pro- 
duced from  one  end  of  the  barony  to  the  other. 

But  his  sojournings  at  his  country  residence 
were  "  few  and  far  between."  The  commander's 
larder  was,  like  his  cellar,  but  hghtly  stocked. 
A  corner  at  the  kitchen  fire  at  Old  Head  had 
much  more  to  recommend  it — and  hence,  six 
days  out  of  seven,  the  ingle-nooks  at  eventide, 
were  occupied  by  the  man  of  war  and  a  man  of 
music,  for  the  captain  flanked  the  ample  hearth 
on  one  side,  and  Corney  Doolan,  the  lame  piper, 
was  seldom  absent  from  the  other. 

The  life  led  by  Shemus  Rhua  was,  on  the 
whole,  a  happy  one.  Without  any  intervention 
by  the  Consistorial  Court,  he  had  effected  a  se- 
paration from  a  desperate  virago.  He  was  a 
householder  when  he  chose  to  occupy  the  pre- 
mises, and  when  he  took  his  departure,  he  merely 
locked  his  door,  stuck  the  key  into  a  hole  above 
the  lintel,  and  none  during  his  absence  disturbed 
the  repose  of  his  penates.     His  domestic  esta- 
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blishmeiit — two  wiry-haired  terriers — migrated 
with  their  master ;  and  the  cat,  as  was  her  wont, 
flitted  to  the  next  door,  and  there  sojourned  until 
her  proprietor  rekindled  his  fire.  Gift-clothing 
from  the  shooting  stock  of  ourself,  secured  for  his 
outer  man  a  respectable  exterior.  Did  his  shoe 
require  a  patch,  the  family  artist  applied  it,  and 
booked  it  to  our  account ;  and  infirmities  in  the 
captain's  hose  were  carefully  attended  to  by  our 
kitchen-maid.  My  lady  Avife  contributed  a 
Aveekly  subsidy  to  furnish  his  seal-skin  tobacco- 
pouch.  He  knew  what,  alas !  better  bom  men 
have  too  often  been  ignorant  of,  where  a  dinner 
could  be  always  obtained ;  while  a  sleeping  settle 
in  the  servants'  hall  was  called  the  captain's 
colliagh*  Neither  rent  nor  taxes  broke  the 
luxury  of  sound  slumbers.  In  sooth,  the  captain 
was  a  happy  man.f 

*  A  colliagh  is  generally  a  recess  in  the  wall  beside  the  fire  ; 
or  a  boxed-up  compartment  with  a  sliding  i.door,  to  admit  the 
occupying  tenant. 

f  It  will,  probably,  be  a  matter  of  surprise  to  an  English 
reader,  when  I  tell  him,  that  to  the  wardership  of  a  couple  of 
criminals,  and  in  the  wildest  localities  of  the  far  "West,  I  en- 
trusted the  keeping  of  my  goods  and  chattels,  and  the  safe  guard- 
ianship of  aU  beneath  my  roof-tree.  Contiguous  to  both  my 
domiciles,  a  party  of  police  were  cantoned,  and,  as  a  magistrate, 
I  could  have  commanded  their  services  had  I  required  them.  At 
Old  Head,  I  have  been  absent  for  weeks  together;   and,  for 
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The  friendliest  relations  of  life  must  terminate 
at  last,  and  fate  had  ruled  it  that  Shemus  Rhua 
and  I  should  part  company.  On  both  sides  the 
event  that  caused  it  was  unforeseen.  A  week 
before,  the  amity  existing  between  Pylades  and 
his  companion  of  old,  was  not  apparently  more 
lasting  than  that  between  me  and  the  worthy 
captain.     The  decree,  however,  had  gone  forth, 


household  security,  in  the  Captain  I  reposed  my  trust.  In 
Ballycroy,  a  remoter  and  more  dangerous  abiding-place  still,  Jack 
Campbell — not  Jack,  the  ex-Chancellor — enacted  garrison-lieu- 
tenant whenever  I  was  called  from  home.  Would  the  most 
daring  Alderman  who  ever  ventured  on  a  second  basin  of  turtle 
soup,  have  entrusted  consort  and  counting-house,  man-servants 
and  maid-servants,  guns,  single  and  double,  and  all  his  munitions 
of  war,  to  the  charge  of  a  personage  who  had  thrice  held  up  his 
right  hand  at  the  general  assizes,  to  plead  "not  guilty"  to 
charges  that  imputed  to  him  triple  homicide  ?  I  did  so  fear- 
lessly. As  to  the  poor  captain,  he  would  have  declared  war  to 
the  knife  against  any  one  who  dared  to  offer  insult  to  his  lady's 
poodle ;  and  if  a  child's  tooth  ached,  could  relief  have  been 
effected  by  a  pilgrimage,  Shemus  Rhua  would  have  assumed 
scrip  and  staff  without  a  murmur.  Campbell  was  a  man  of 
sterner  mood,  and  he  would  have  been  no  way  dilatory,  did  cir- 
cumstances require  prompt  action,  in  the  employment  of  what 
Friar  Tuck  termed  "  the  carnal  weapon."  But  that  was  a  con- 
tingency not  to  be  dreaded — his  name  was  a  tower  of  strength  ; 
and  the  most  desperate  felon  that  ever  sought  refuge  in  the 
wastes  of  Ballycroy,  would  have  respected  life  and  property, 
were  it  known  to  be  under  the  surveillance  of  this  formidable 
protector. 
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and  we  were  fated  to  dissolve  our  social  and 
sporting  partnership — for  ever. 

Two  years  had  passed,  and  as  many  letters, 
indited  by  the  schoolmaster,  declared  that  the 
red  commander  was  inconsolable.  His  spirits 
were  gone,  and  a  bending  knee  and  stooped 
shoulders  announced  that  all  physical  elasticity 
was  departed.  At  twilight,  the  disconsolate 
henchman  might  be  often  seen  gazing  mournfully 
at  the  deserted  house,  and  a  pent  sigh  that 
would  escape  from  a  bosom  overcharged,  and 
eyes,  which  occasionally  betrayed  womanly 
emotion,  told  how  painful  were  the  associations 
that  the  closed  mansion  brought  vividly  to  the 
looker-on.  A  third  epistle  reached  me  from  the 
priest.  The  poor  captain's  race  was  run — he 
"  slept  the  sleep  that  knows  no  breaking,"  and 
in  the  lonely  burjdng-ground  of  Killgeever,  the 
pilgrim  had  found  his  last  repose. 

"  From  the  hour  you  left  the  country,"  said 
my  kind  friend,  the  parish  priest,  in  his  epistle, 
"poor  Jemmy  drooped,  and  in  six  months  the 
rhua  might  have  been  exchanged  for  bawn*  for 
every  hair  was  silvered.  In  heart  and  constitu- 
tion he  was  alike  broken ;  and  although 
neighbourly  attentions  were  kindly   offered,  he 

*  Anglich — red  for  white. 
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felt  no  pleasure  in  friendly  intercourse  ;  but 
after  a  twilight  visit  to  Old  Head,  he  would  steal 
back  to  his  lonely  cabin,  and  there  mope  the 
night  away. 

"  Three  weeks  before  his  death,  his  terriers 
sickened  and  died  of  distemper ;  and,  to  com- 
plete his  losses,  his  cat  was  killed  in  the  spring- 
trap  of  a  fox  catcher. 

"  '  All  are  gone  now,'  he  was  often  heard 
to  mutter.  '  He's  gone,'  meaning  you ;  '  and  so 
are  all  that  were  fond  of  me,  and  whom  I  loved !' 
And  he  would  sigh  as  if  his  bosom  was  about  to 
burst.  '  Well — I'll  soon  go  after  the  poor  dumb 
creatures ;  and  who  knows  how  soon,  in  a 
better  world,  the  master  and  myself  may 
meet  ?' "         *         *         * 

Nearly  a  week  had  passed.  Nobody  had  seen 
the  Captain,  and  the  key  of  his  cabin  was  not  in 
the  hole  above  the  lintel  where  it  used  to  lie. 
Inquiries  were  made ;  and  none,  for  past  days, 
had  met  him.  At  last  the  neighbours  became 
alarmed  ;  and  their  fears  for  the  missing  man 
were  excited,  when  the  key  was  discovered 
inside  his  door.  An  entrance  was  forced,  and 
doubts  were  converted  into  certainty.  The  race 
of  life  was  ended,  and  the  wanderer  was  at 
rest. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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From  appearances,  the  spirit  passed  when 
sleeping  ;  death  had  gently  claimed  his  penalty, 
and  the  parting  struggle  had  been  so  brief,  that 
time's  exchange  for  eternity  had  been  mercifully 
effected. 

The  news  of  the  Captain's  death  flew  over 
hill  and  valley  with  lightning-speed,  and  when 
the  corpse  was  laid  out  at  sunset,  the  village  was 
densely  crowded.  Nobler  displays  might  have 
been  seen,  as  the  rich  and  high-born  were  borne 
to  that  "  end  of  all  men" — the  grave.  But  if 
tears  be  a  silent  and  certain  love-offering  to  the 
departed,  none  had  that  tribute  of  last  affection 
more  fi'cely  offered  to  his  memory,  than  the 
wanderer  who  now  reposes  in  the  deserted 
cemetery  of  Killgeever. 
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SONG  FROM  THE  GAELIC. 


"  Love,  wilt  thou  trust  thyself  with  me  ?" 
Whispered  a  bold  aud  gallant  rover  ; 

"  In  distant  lauds  I  thought  of  thee, 

And  'midst  the  wild  cry  of  victory, 

Thou  wert  before  me." 

The  lady's  eyes  so  bright  and  blue 
Turned  on  the  knight,  but  not  in  sorrow, 

"  I  ever  knew  thee  leal  and  true. 
And  I  will  wed  thee,  love,  to-morrow. 
And  love  thee  dearlv." 


I  3 
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ANECDOTES  OF  DUELLING. 


"That  abominable  propensity  of  your  countrymen  I  consider 
the  most  unpardonable  of  their  failings,"  observed  the  lawyer. 
"  "We  probably,  colonel,  look  at  it  with  different  eyes.  You,  as 
a  soldier,  gloss  the  crime  over,  in  accordance  to  the  doctrines  of 
a  mistaken  code,  miscalled  that  of  honour.  I  test  it  by  the 
civil  and  the  Christian  law — and  in  both  I  read  its  condemna- 
tion." 

"Sir,"  returned  the  commander,  "I  am  not  prepared  to 
defend  a  practice  which  has  been  so  often  and  so  lamentably 
abused." 

RAMBLING   RECOLLECTIONS. 

There  are  certain  questions  connected  with 
the  civil  poHcy  of  a  state  and  the  social  well-being 
of  the  varied  orders  of  its  community,  which  are 
advocated  or  repudiated  by  men  holding  opposite 
opinions  with  all  the  ardour  of  those,  who,  in 
honesty  of  purpose,  have  come  to  their  respective 
conclusions.  Two  subjects  have,  time  after  time, 
in  Britain,  commanded  gei'eral  attention ;  and 
by  the  man  of  business   and  the  moralist,  both 
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have  been  regarded  with  deep  interest.  In 
maintaining  their  arguments,  pro  and  con,  much 
zeal  and  great  sincerity  have  marked  the  anxiety 
of  the  disputants  on  both  sides.  Speeches  have 
been  deUvered  by  the  thousand,  and  ink  expended 
by  the  gallon,  and  still  the  contraverted  points 
are  undecided  as  they  were  at  the  opening  of  the 
present  century.  The  tradesman  denounces  the 
total  abolition  of  imprisonment  for  debt  as  a 
mercantile  mischief  of  the  highest  order,  while 
the  philanthropist  takes  a  more  generous  and 
extended  view,  and  gives  it  his  sweeping  de- 
nunciation. Expediency  is  pleaded  on  the  one 
side,  and  inefficacy  proven  on  the  other.  Bill 
after  bill  has  been  introduced,  discussed  and 
carried  through  the  house — every  political  cob- 
bler has  in  turn  tried  his  hand  upon  the  debtor 
laws — petitions  pointing  out  its  barbarous  stu- 
pidity, have  been  laid  upon  the  table  until  it 
groaned — every  succeeding  session  opened  with 
the  promise  of  a  panacea.  But  as  yet  the  nuisance 
remains  unabated  —  unthrifty  youths  are  still 
subjected  to  undergo  moral  purification  in  the 
Queen's  Bench  prison  —  confiding  tradesmen 
sink  beneath  "the  iron  knuckles  of  the  law." 
Like  the  bed  of  Procrustes,  the  legal  net  accom- 
modates itself  to  large  and  small  alike,  inclosing 
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eveiy  class  from  the  peer  to  the  peasant — while 
from  its  happy  construction,  the  rogue  and 
swindler  slip  through  the  meshes  without  losing 
a  scale. 

If  the  abuse  called  imprisonment  for  insolvency 
is  viewed  in  different  lights  bv  the  trader  and 
philanthropist,  the  code  of  honour,  like  the  law 
of  debt,  produces  as  general  a  confliction  of 
opinion — and  while  the  moralist  calls  loudly  for 
its  suppression,  others  as  fearlessly  maintain  that 
the  best  interests  of  societj;  will  demand  occa- 
sionally its  intervention  The  one  takes  high 
ground,  and  denounces  ducUing  as  being  opposed 
to  the  law  of  God — the  other  certainly,  offers  no 
less  sustainable  plea,  and  urges  in  return,  that 
on  its  continuance  the  good  order  of  civihzed 
society  is  dependent.  The  weight  of  divine 
authority  against  duelling  is  crushing  —  no 
Christian  man  would  dare  to  defend  it,  conse- 
quently, upon  principle.  He  must  yield  to  dicta 
no  mortal  ventures  to  impugn,  and  all  he  has  left 
him  is,  extenuation. 


Duelling  has  fallen  into  desuetude,  and  very 
properly.      Times   have   changed   marvellously. 
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Fifty  years  ago,  gentlemen  by  descent,  by  pro- 
perty, or  by  profession,  were  only  esquired ;  now, 
if  you  mistered  an  attorney's  clerk,  the  letter 
would  be  sent  repudiated  to  the  dead  office.  To 
hira  only  who  was  entitled  to  bear  arms,  an 
appeal  to  arms  was  allowed  ;  and  had  a  man  in 
trade,  though  worth  a  plum,  in  those  days  pre- 
sumed to  send  a  message  to  a  gentleman  not  in 
trade,  nor  worth  a  penny,  the  odds  would  be 
considerable  that  the  bearer  of  the  cartel  would 
have  been  horsewhipped  on  the  spot.  Even 
liberty  to  share  in  certain  amusements  was  con- 
sidered great  condescension  on  the  part  of  the 
aristocracy  to  men  who  had  founded  their  own 
fortunes,  and  accidental  meetings  at  the  cover- 
side,  hke  those  in  the  "  House  of  Lords,"*  were 

*  This  celebrated  society,  some  thirty  years  ago,  met  nightly 
at  a  tavern  situated  in  one  of  the  smaller  streets  between  the 
Bank  and  Castle,  All  that  was  required  by  any  gentleman  desi- 
rous of  being  raised  to  the  peerage,  without  trouble  or  expense, 
was  an  introduction  by  a  member,  when  his  name  would  be  re- 
corded on  the  roil  of  the  house,  and  a  title  conferred  on  him  the 
same  evening.  This  club  was  open  to  every  class  of  the  com- 
munity, who  were  sufficiently  well-mannered  and  habited  to  sit 
with  gentlemen  iu  a  taveru.  And  men,  actually  peers,  consorted 
with  publicans;  while  law  officers  of  the  crown,  and  personages 
wearing  silk  gowns,  exchanged  civilities  with  attorneys'  appren- 
tices. In  this  strange  assembly,  the  leading  spirits  of  the  times 
congregated  nightly,  and  for  brilliancy  of  wit,  and  originality  of 
humour,  "  the  Lords"  was  held  unrivalled. 
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never  supposed  to  warrant  aught  beyond  a  field 
acquaintance.  A  brutal,  but  striking,  anecdote 
which  marked  this  then  prevailing  feeling  of 
exclusiveness,  is  told  of  the  too-celebrated  George 
Robert  Fitzgerald.  One  hunting  day,  when 
drawing  a  fox  cover,  he  observed  a  well-mounted, 
and  smartly-dressed,  young  man  join  the  com- 
pany ;  and  on  inquiring  his  name  from  the 
whipper,  was  informed  that  the  stranger  was  a 
neighbouring  apothecary. 

"  An  apothecary  !"  exclaimed  the  master  of 
hounds.  "  By  Heaven  !  men's  impudence  every 
day  becomes  more  audacious  !  Why,  it  would 
not  surprise  me  after  tliis,  that  an  attorney 
should  join  our  meeting  next.  Come,  it  is  time 
that  this  dealer  in  drugs  should  be  taught  that 
fox-hunting  is  a  trade  practised  only  by  gentle- 
men ;"  and  riding  up  to  the  unoffending  dabbler 
in  Galenicals,  he  savagely  flogged  him  off  the 
field. 

That  duelling  has  been  employed  too  fre- 
quently for  bad  purposes,  by  brave  men — and 
for  bloody  ones,  by  blackguards,  has  never  been 
denied.      The    page   of    history,    in   the   fatal 

To  call  a  man  by  his  name  instead  of  title  was  a  finable  ofFence, 
but  to  address  bim  in  the  street,  iu  right  of  sitting  with  him  iu 
the  club,  exposed  the  delinquents  to  expulsion. 
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meeting  between  Buckingham  and  Shrewsbury, 
strikingly  exemplifies  the  former  assertion.  For 
the  seduction  of  his  wife — Buckingham,  by  the 
way,  had  seduced  his  own — the  injured  earl 
demanded,  and  obtained,  satisfaction.  In  ac- 
cordance with  the  barbarous  custom  of  the  times, 
the  seconds — two  on  either  side — engaged ;  on 
the  Duke's  side,  Jenkins  was  left  dead ;  on  the 
earl's,  Sir  John  Talbot  was  severely  wounded. 
Buckingham,  however,  received  no  hurt  beyond 
a  scratch,  and  ran  his  antagonist  through  the 
body,  thus  adding  murder  to  seduction.  The 
fair  frail  one  was  worthy  of  the  ducal  ruffian  she 
had  attached  herself  to.  Disguised  as  a  page, 
from  a  neighbouring  coppice  she  watched  the 
combat,  and  slept  with  the  murderer  of  her 
husband  the  same  night,  although  the  shirt  he 
wore  bore  bloody  evidence  of  the  foul  assassination 
he  had  just  committed.  It  is  reported  that  the 
last  hours  of  the  adulteress  were  miserable,  and 
the  felon  blow  that  relieved  the  world  of  such  an 
unscrupulous  villain  as  the  duke,  in  our  poor 
thinking,  was  nothing  beyond  simple  retribution. 
Another,  and  an  opposite  case,  both  in  its 
results  and  causes,  occurred  many  years  ago, 
when  the  writer  of  these  pages  was  in  Paris. 
The  worst  and  most  dangerous  companion  upon 
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earth  is  a  gamester.  "  Nemo  repente  fuit  tur- 
pissirans  ;"  which,  according  to  Irish  translation, 
meaneth,  that  a  man  must  be  articled  for  five 
years  to  an  attorney.  As  regards  play,  we  hold 
a  ditierent  opinion,  and  beheve  that  the  course 
of  demoralization  may  be  more  rapidly  effected 
by  the  alea  damnosa  than  by  law.  To  the 
proof : — even  at  the  distance  of  a  quarter  of  a 
century,  we  must  hold  the  name  sacred  ;  but 
there  are  old  guardsmen  who  will  remember 
"  Little  Joe."  A  stouter  soldier  never  headed  a 
company.  He  was  kind,  well-tempered,  too 
generous  probably,  and  everybody  liked  him. 
In  money  matters  he  was  careless ;  had  an  early 
itch  for  play,  and  a  sojourn  with  the  army  of 
occupation  confirmed  a  disease  already  rooted. 
In  a  word,  he  abandoned  a  profession  he  could 
no  longer  continue  in,  and  became  a  regular 
gambler. 

Joe  was  a  first-rate  shot,  and  also  constitu- 
tionally pugnacious.  He  felt  his  own  degrada- 
tion keenl}^  when  to  remedy  it  was  too  late  ; 
and  a  temper  naturally  excitable,  had  now  be- 
come most  dangerous.  Is  there  one  gamester 
out  of  twenty  who,  in  a  very  few  years,  does 
not  go — circumstances  only  considered — to  ruin  ? 
Joe  formed   no   exception.     He  lost  caste,  and 
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fell,  and  fell,  "  deeper  and  deeper  still,"  until 
he  reached  the  last  degrading  status  in  society 
—  a  chevalier  d'industrie. 

While  engaged  in  his  base  vocation,  a  young 
citizen  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  gang  with  whom 
Joe,  now  a  member  of  the  body,  regularly  con- 
federated. The  victim  was  a  Londoner,  and 
one,  as  it  was  represented,  who  would  stand 
plucking;  and  that  very  extensively.  He  had 
crossed  Channel,  like  the  thousand  and  one  fools 
who  flock  annually  to  the  French  capital  to  view 
Parisian  lions,  and,  as  a  countryman,  little  Joe 
kindly  undertook  to  play  Mentor  to  this  Cock- 
ney Telemachus.  It  was  not  a  difficult  task  for 
one    who   knew   the  w^orld   so  well  as  Captain 

K to  worm  himself  into  the  confidence  of  a 

raw  youth,  and  he  easily  succeeded.  In  every 
point  but  one  the  intended  victim  was  as  pliant 
as  could  be  wished — but  on  that  one  he  was  most 
obstinate.  He  had  a  horror  of  play.  He  would 
drink,  racket  about,  dissipate,  but  name  a  game 
of  chance,  and  he  started  like  a  frightened 
steed.  The  period  allotted  by  "  the  governor  at 
home,"  as  he,  in  London  parlance,  termed  his 
father,  had  almost  expired ;  and  as  plump  a 
pigeon  as  ever  a  gambler  dropped  upon,  was 
about  to  return  to   the    country-house    he  had 
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quitted  to  soe  the  world,  without  losing  a  single 
feather.  To  the  villanons  confederation  that 
thought  was  maddening ;  and,  as  a  last  resource, 
a  decoy  duck  was  tried — and  one  of  the  love- 
liest and  most  artful  of  the  class,  was  accident- 
ally introduced  by  the  gallant  captain  to  Monsieur 
Callico,  as  he  derisively  called  the  citizen. 

To  describe  the  progress  of  this  gambling 
conspiracy  would  be  a  waste  of  time.  It  was 
managed  with  consummate  ability.  The  devoted 
youth  became  desperately  enamoured.  To  his 
friend  the  captain,  he  "  told  his  love,"  and 
then  came  proof  positive,  that  Greek  and  Roman 
friendship  arc  not  comparable  to  the  tremen- 
dous sacrifice  of  personal  feeling,  which  you  may 
expect  from  a  cq/"e  acquaintance.  Damon  returned 
in  time  to  substitute  his  own  neck,  and  stay 
the  execution  of  a  gentleman  called  Pythias 
while 

"  Cato  the  sententious 
Lent  his  fair  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius." 

Now  Captain  K ,  on  learning  the  state  of 

the  young  Londoner's  afifections,  although  him- 
self a  secret  worshipper  at  the  shrine  of  the 
same  divinity,  resigned  his  own  pretensions,  and 
actually  undertook  to   plead  with  the    fair  en- 
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slaver  for  his  friend.  Great  was  his  intimacy, 
of  course,  that  succeeded  ;  and  at  the  apartments 

of  Madame    La    C ,  morning,    noon,    and 

night,  the  young  Englishman  might  have  been 
found. 

Play  was  cautiously  introduced' — nothing  was 
staked  excepting  a  mere  bagatelle — beyond  the 
hazard  of  a  trifle,  it  was  evident  that  any  experi- 
ment would  be  dangerous.  The  day  for  the 
citizen's  departure  was  fixed,  and  it  was  pretty 
certain  the  bird  would  escape  the  net  of  the 
fowler.  Could  he  liave  been  but  led  to  play  he 
would  have  been  cheated  scientifically.  That 
was  not  to  be  done,  and  nothing  could  succeed 
but  bold  and  downright  felony. 

Madame's  birthdav  returned,  as  it  did  some 
twenty  times  a  year  ;  and  she  gave  a  petit  souper. 

K sent  in  the  wine,  and  the  citizen  provided 

the  viands.  A  merrier  evening  could  not  be  spent. 
Two  or  three  ladies,  and  as  many  gentlemen  of 
high  honour,  favoured  La  C with  their  com- 
pany. There  was  play,  limited  to  a  few  francs,  and 
on  the  Englishman's  part  to  gloves  and  garters. 
Supper  was  served — all  was  hilarious — the  wine 
circulated  freely,  and  all  the  Londoner  remem- 
bered in  the  morning  when  he  awoke* with  a 
burning  head  was,  that   he  had  become  unac- 
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coutitably  drunk,  and  got  home  he  knew  not 
how. 

He  strove  to  get  up,  hut  his  temples  throbbed 
ahnost  to  bursting.  An  excess  in  wine  had 
never  affected  him  so  before :  could  this  arise 
from  simple  drunkenness?  The  sensation  was 
altogether  new.  The  truth  was  he  had  not  been 
drunk,  but  drugged  ! 

While  rolling  his  aching  head  from  side  to 
side  upon  the  pillow,  his  laquais  de  -place  an- 
nounced his  dear  friend,  the  captain  ;  and  next 
minute  "  little  Joe"  was  standing  at  his  bed- 
side. 

"  Good  heaven  !"  exclaimed  the  citizen  ;  "  how 
awfully  drunk  I  must  have  been  last  night !  My 
very  brain's  on  fire." 

''  Drunk  !"  returned  his  companion ;  "  you  were 
not  drunk  but  mad — what  devil  possessed  you 
to  play  ?  D — n  it,  you  always  swore  you  hated 
it,  and  every  score  of  naps  you  lost  you  would, 
though  I  warned  you,  lay  it  on  thicker." 

"  Naps  !  play  !"  exclaimed  the  sick  man  with 
a  stare  ;  "  why  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  am  but 
in  sorry  mood  for  jesting.  I  do  remember  play- 
ing for  and  losing  some  gloves  and  garters  to 
the  ladies." 

"And  let  me  tell  you,  I  am  in  still  less  joking 
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humour  than  youi'self,"  returned  the  captain,  in 
high  dudgeon  ;  "  through  your  cursed  obstinacy, 
I  played  against  my  better  judgment — and  was 
cleaned  by  Count  F out  of  eighteen  thou- 
sand francs.  How  shall  I  come  to  book  ?  In 
the  devil's  name  how  can  I  face  my  creditor  this 
evening  at  Madame's  reunion  ?  The  three  hun- 
dred naps  I  won  from  you  will  go  but  a  short 
way  to  meet  my  losses.  I  think  I  shall  go  mad." 

"  And  1  fancy  that  I  am  mad  already,"  groaned 
the  sufferer  from  the  bed ;  "  do  end  this  folly, 
K ." 

"  Did  I  not  know  you,  I  should  fancy  you  in- 
tended me  offence,"  replied  the  captain,  rather 
angrily  ;  "  what,  have  you  such  a  conveniency  of 
memory  as  to  forget  that  you  lost  three  hundred 
naps  to  me,  eight  hundred  to  the  count,  and  five- 
and  forty  to  Madame  La  C ?" 

Before  the  unhappy  youth  could  find  words  to 
respond,  the  valet  announced  another  visitor,  and 
Count  P was  shown  in. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte,"  pursued  the  gallant 
captain,  "  are  you,  too,  in  a  jesting  mood  ?  My 
young  friend  here  cannot  be  persuaded  that  we 
had  a  little  play  last  night.  Excuse  me  paying 
but  half  my  loss  till  evening ;  and,  in  the  mean- 
time, accept  these  Ullets  de  banque,"  and  "little 
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Joe"  handed  the  chevalier  a  roll  of  bank  notes  ; 
"  you  will  find  there  ten  thousand  francs." 

"  Gentlemen/'  cried  the  astonished  citizen,  "  I 
pray  you  end  this  farce.  I  know  I  am  indebted 
to  Madame  heavily  in  gloves  and  ribbons." 

"Why,  fiends  and  furies !"  exclaimed  the  cap- 
tain, "  do  you  pretend,  sir,  to  assert,  that  you  did 
not  lose  three  hundred  naps  to  me  ?" 

"  Or  that  this  acknowledgment  for  eight  hun- 
dred was  not  given  ?" 

The  youth,  astounded  as  he  was,  took  the 
paper.  It  purported  to  be  an  I.O.U.,  but  the 
forgery  was  clumsy. 

"  That  is  not  my  writing — nor  do  I  owe  either 
of  you  a  sow." 

The  scene  that  followed  may  be  imagined. 
Instant  payment,  or  a  legal  security  for  the  alleged 
debts  was  demanded  —  or  the  alternative  —  a 
meeting  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  within  two 
hours.  Half  bewildered,  the  young  dupe  assented 
to  give  the  latter — and  at  the  time  appointed  he 
alighted,  without  friend  or  weapon,  at  the  place 
named  for  the  duel,  by  these  infamous  men. 

Several  other  persons  were  on  the  ground,  all 
strangers  to  the  unfortunate  young  man.  An- 
other attempt  was  made  to  induce  him  to  admit 
the  debt  of  honour,  and  it  was  proposed  that  a 
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reconciliation  should  take  place  between  him  and 
his  former  friend,  the  captain.  To  do  them  jus- 
tice, the  gentlemen  unknown  were  ardent  in  their 
endeavours  to  accommodate  the  matter,  and  per- 
suade the  citizen  to  pay  the  money,  and  they  were 
perfectly  sincere  in  mediation  on  the  occasion, 
for  they  were  all  members  of  the  same  dishonest 
clique.  But  nothing  could  shake  the  youth's 
determination  to  repudiate  the  infamous  demand. 

Captain  K ,  irritated  to  madness  at  his  total 

failure,  demanded  that  the  duel  should  instantly 
proceed — and  the  gang  as  furious,  from  the 
unexpected  disappointment,  determined  to  mur- 
der one  who  could  not  be  persuaded  to  submit 
to  bare  .faced  spoliation. 

Never  were  two  combatants  more  unequally 
opposed,  than  the  young  merchant  and  the  des- 
perate gambler — the  one,  probably,  had  never 
discharged  a  pistol  in  his  life — the  other,  and 
within  six  months,  had  killed  his  man  on  the 
very  spot  the  doomed  youth  was  standing. 

Other  and  fouler  circumstances  went  to  render 
the  result  of  the  impending  duel  almost  a  cer- 
tainty.    K fought  with  his  own  pistols — 

with  the  firing  signal  he  was  particularly  familiar 
— his  back  was  to  the  sun,  and  an  open  sky 
behind  him.     The  scoundrel  second,  who  had 
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volunteered  his  services,  placed  the  young  Eng- 
lishman in  a  position  where  the  trunk  of  a  large 
beech  formed  a  leading  line  of  firo,  and  the 
stream  of  sunshine  through  the  vista  in  the  trees, 
was  almost  blinding.  To  the  intentional  murderer 
and  the  intended  victim,  the  loaded  weapons 
were  delivered — a  preparatory  word  was  spoken, 

the  signal  fell.     K coolly  raised  his  pistol, 

while,  by  a  snap-shot,  the  flurried  Englishman 
anticipated  his  executioner  by  a  second.  On  that 
momentary  advantage  life  or  death  depended. 
The  bully,  shot  directly  through  the  heart,  fell 
on  the  sward,  a  dead  man.  While  the  bullet 
destined  for  the  breast  of  his  antagonist,  cut  the 
grass  harmlessly  at  the  foot  of  the  fortunate  sur- 
vivor. Never  was  a  thoughtless  youth  more  pro- 
videntially delivered  by  accident  from  certain 
murder — nor  a  scoundrel  sent  to  his  account  so 
justly  and  unexpectedly  as  Captain  K . 

In  riding  an  hour  after  the  affair  had  termi- 
nated in  the  forest,  T  met  the  body  of  the  dead 
gambler  on  a  stretcher,  eii  route  to  the  Morgue. 

The  decline  of  duelling,  from  the  period  it  was 
made  ancillary  to  swindling,  or  to  the  settlement 
of  disputes  between  vulgar  scoundrels,  who  could 
not  lay  the  slightest  claims  to  the  title  or  privi- 
leges of  gentlemen,  has  been  rapid  and  progressive, 
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and  its  gross  abuse  did  more  to  remedy  its  own 
mischief,  than  moral  appeals  and  legal  enactments, 
What  but  disgust  can  be  created  against  a  system 
when  prostituted  to  the  purposes  of  sheer  murder  ! 
When  two  drunken  blackguards  stagger  from  the 
billiard-room  to  the  field,  and,  by  the  scoundrels 
who  attend  them,  are  permitted  to  carry  a  dispute, 
emanating  in  a  question  of  scoring,  or  not  scoring, 
a  point  or  two,  to  an  extent  that  the  most  flagi- 
tious injury  would  not  warrant?* 

A  more  recent  case  which  occurred  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  must  be  still  fresh  in  general 
recollection,  may  be  adduced  to  prove  how  sadly 
the  law   of  honour  is  brought  to  the   lowliest 

estimation.    I  allude  to  the  case  of  M ,  killed 

by  E .    A  quarrel  takes  place  in  that  sink  of 

infamy,  a  saloon — and  the  parties  adjourn  to 
Wimbledon  to  commit  murder.  One  fire  is  not 
enough,  and,  though  a  bullet  passes  through  the 

hat  of  M ,  the  seconds  provide  them  with 

fresh  weapons,  and  the  wretched  blackguard  is, 
on  the  next  fire,  shot  dead.     The  ruffian   who 

*  Vide  the  Irish  newspapers,  giving  an  account  of  the  duel 
here  alluded  to,  fought,  April  27,  1S38  :  "  at  the  sixth  shot,  Mr. 
P.  received  his  adversary's  ball  in  the  leg,  and,  while  the  blood 
was  streaniing,  he  called  for  another  shot."  The  ouly  wonder  is, 
that  the  seconds  did  not  induloe  him  with  one. 
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commits  the  miii'der,  sees  the  expiring  wretch 
heaving  his  last  sigh — and  remarks  to  a  casual 

spectator,  "  I  have  done  for  the ,"  using  an 

epithet  too  disgusting  to  be  named.  He,  and 
the  well-selected  seconds,  hurry  oflP,  without  even 
taking  a  parting  glance  at  the  prostrate  victim. 
The  surgeon,  with  his  friends,  lugs  the  dead  body 
into  a  cab.  An  inquest  is  held — "  wilful  murder" 
is  returned,  and  thus  ends,  what  the  papers  termed 
"  an  affair  of  honour."  And  who  were  the  black- 
guard actors  in  this  cold-blooded  tragedy  ?    E — 

was   son   of  a  Taunton  publican,  and  M a 

broken  Hnen-draper.  Their  companions  were 
men    of  similar    caste — for,   unless    gentility  is 

attached  to  brick-making,  Y had  no  other 

claim. 

Bad  and  brutal  as  these  transactions  were, 
and,  thank  God,  they  are  of  rare  occurrence 
in  Great  Britain,  if  atrocious  murder,  committed 
in  the  name  of  duelling  be  required,  they  must 
be  sought  for  in  tlie  bloody  annals  of  American 
dispute.  A  couple  of  examples  may  be 
quoted. 

A  New  York  paper  (17th  of  May,  1840) 
states,  that  a  couple  of  citizens,  the  sole  occupants 
of  the  carriage,  quarrelled  in  an  Illinois  stage- 
coach.     Both     drew     pistols    and    fired — one 
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gentleman  was  shot  through  the  head,  and  the 
other  through  the  heart. 

The  second  affair  took  place  a  month  later,  in 
the  same  year — and  is  thus  recorded  in  a  New 
Orleans  paper.* 

Messrs.  P and  T had  gone  to  law, 

and,  tiring  of  delay  and  expense,  agreed  to  come 
at  once  to  the  cheaper  and  shorter  mode  of  mortal 
arbitrament. 

"The  principals  were  placed  at  five  paces 
from  each  other,  back  to  back,  with  a  pistol  in 
each  hand,"  and,  at  a  given  signal,  they  were  to 
turn  round  and  fire.     The  first  shots,  strange  as 

it  may  appear,  missed,   and  P ,  in  changing 

the  second  pistol  to  his  right  hand,  in  his  hurry 
touched  the  trigger,  and  an  accidental  explosion 
left  him  at  the  mercy  of  his  antagonist.  "  Eire  !" 

exclaimed  the  seconds  to  T .     "  For  God's 

sake !  don't,"  cried  the  horrified  lookers-on. 
The  truculent  ruffian,  however,  wished  to  enhance 
the  agony  of  his  doomed  victim,  by  adding 
a  demoniac  suspense.  Grinning  with  the 
nialicious  satisfaction  of  a  demon,  for  several 
minutes  he  held  the  levelled  pistol  at  the  breast 

of  his  opponent,  and  when  he  had  tortured  P 

and  the  spectators  to  his    heart's    content,    he 

*  "  Courier  de  ki  Louisiaue." 


]90  ERIN-GO-BIIAGH  ;    OR, 

ended  the  scene,  by  Lurrying  the  wretched  man 
into  eternity  ! 

And  call  you  this  duelling,  Master  Jonathan  ? 
Did  such  a  scene  occnr  in  Ireland,  or  were 
the  attempt  even  made,  the  wretches,  principal 
and  seconds,  would  be  torn  asunder  piece- 
meal. 

The  first  duel  I  ever  witnessed  was  one  which, 
at  the  expiration  of  forty  years,  is  too  vividly 
engrafted  upon  memory  to  be  forgotten.  1  was 
then  a  satcheled  schoolboy;  and  before  six 
o'clock  on  a  beautiful  summer  morning,  was 
wending  my  way,  slowly,  of  course,  to  the 
abiding  place  of  the  country  pedagogue  at  whose 
feet  I  was  being  indoctrinated.  A  gentleman  was 
sitting  on  a  log  of  timber,  and  in  him  I  recog- 
nized Lieutenant  V of  the  — th,  a  frequent 

visitor  and  guest  at  my  father's  house.  He 
spoke  to  me,  and  I  sate  down  upon  the  beam, 
and  a  bullet  he  had  been  rolling  carelessly  on  the 
losr  of  timber,  was  interchanged  between  him 
and  me  for  five  minutes.  He  started  suddenly 
on  perceiving  three  gentlemen  advance  from  an 
opposite  direction,  put  the  ball  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  and  bade  me  hastily  "good  morning." 
I  watched  him — saw  him  join  the  strangers,  and 
the  whole  party  turned  into  a  rope-yard.     I  rose 
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from  the  beam — shouldered  my  satchel,  and  as  I 
passed  the  place  where  the  gentlemen  had 
disappeared,  1  looked  through  the  open  gate. 
Although  not  more  than  three  or  four  minutes 
had  elapsed,  the  preliminary  preparations  for  a 
duel  had  been  completed,  and  my  late  companion 
on  the  log  of  timber  confronted  his  antagonist  at 
the  customary  distance  of  a  dozen  paces.  At 
the  moment  I  peeped  in,  the  seconds  delivered  a 
pistol  to  each  combatant — stepped  two  or  three 
yards  back — and  the  words  "  Ready,  fire  !" 
were  rapidly  pronounced.  The  reports  were  so 
simultaneous  that  it  seemed  as  if  one  shot  only 
had  been  discharged ;  and  as,  for  a  second  or 
two  afterwards,  both  gentlemen  remained 
standing,  I  fancied  all  was  right ;  but  I  was 
fatally  mistaken — the  discharged  weapon  dropped 

from  V -'s   hand,  and  he  tottered   and   fell 

forward.  The  seconds  raised  him  to  a  sitting 
posture,  and  a  little  man  hitherto  concealed 
behind    the  hedge,  came  forward  hastily.     He 

laid  his    finger   on    V- 's    pulse,    and    then 

looked  at  the  pupil  of  the  eye,  and  in  a  low 
voice  muttered,  "  All  is  over !"  For  many  a 
month  afterwards  that  brief  sentence  sounded  in 
my  ear,  and  the  falling  man  was  present  in 
imagination.     But    before    manhood   came,    an 
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intimacy  with  some  amiable  young  Galway  gentle- 
men at  the  Dublin  University,  and  a  short  proba- 
tion in  a  Southern  militia  regiment  wrought  a 
happy  change.  The  organ  of  hearing,  as  Byron 
says,  became 

"  More  Irish  and  less  nice," 

and  a  twelvemonth's  sojourn  in  that  land  of 
promise,  which  lieth  between  the  Shannon  and 
Atlantic,  completed  the  cure. 

Like  many  an  unnecessary  appeal  to  arms, 
this  fatal  affair,  in  which  a  gallant  young  officer 
lost  his  life,  originated  in  a  trifling  misunder- 
standing. 

In  the  same  barrack,  and  at  a  very  short  time 
after  this  fatal  meeting  (spring  of  1807)  one  of 
the  most  lamentable  afi'airs,  which  in  the  annals 
of  duelling  is  recorded,  unfortunately  took  place. 
I  allude  to  the  fatal  encounter  between  Boyd 
and  Campbell,  The  sad  story  is  simply 
told. 

The  21st  were  quartered  in  the  town  of 
Newry,  and  the  half-yearly  inspection  of  the 
regiment  had  been  made  by  General  Kerr — 
when,  as  is  customary,  the  general  and  staff  were 
entertained  by  the  Fusileers.  The  dinner  was 
soon  over — the  staff  retired — the  officers  went  to 
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the  play — and  none  remained  in  the  mess-room, 
excepting  Major  Campbell  and  Captain  Boyd, 
the  assistant-surgeon,  and  a  lieutenant.  Camp- 
bell, in  right  of  brevet  rank,  had  commanded 
the  regiment  in  the  absence  of  the  colonel — and 
an  argument  took  place  between  him  and  Cap- 
tain Boyd,  whether  a  word  of  command  that 
day  used  was  correctly  given.  The  latter  was  a 
person  of  disagreeable  manner — the  former  a 
man  whose  temper  was  highly  excitable — and 
each  personally  dishked  the  other,  and  were 
tenacious  equally  of  their  own  opinions.  Camp- 
bell repudiated  the  charge  of  incorrectness,  and 
Boyd  as  warmly  maintained  it.  At  last  a  crisis 
came.  "  Heated  with  wine,  and  exasperated  by 
what  he  conceived  a  professional  insult,  Campbell 
left  the  table,  hastened  to  his  apartments,  loaded 
his  pistols,  returned,  sent  for  Captain  Boyd, 
brought  him  to  an  inner  mess-room,  closed  the 
door,  and  without  the  presence  of  a  friend  or 
witness,  demanded  instant  satisfaction.  Shots 
were  promptly  interchanged,  and  by  the  first 
fire  Boyd  fell,  mortally  wounded."* 

Thank    God  !    for   human   nature — Bucking- 
hams  and  T s  are  not  common.  Before  five 

minutes  passed  the  tornado  of  wM  passion  was 

*  "  The  Condemned  Soldier." 
VOL.    II.  K 


194  ERIN-GO-BRAGH  ;    OR, 

over,  and  rushing  to  the  room  where  the  dying 
man  was  laid,  "  a  sorry  sight !"  in  Macbeth's 
words,  snrromided  by  his  frantic  wife  and  infan 
family,  the  homicide  knelt  at  his  bed-side, 
implored  forgiveness,  and  wrung  from  him  a 
qualified  admission  that  "  all  was  fair."  No 
attempt  was  made  to  arrest  him,  and  that  night 
Campbell  left  the  town  and  remained  at  Chelsea 
with  his  lady  and  family  for  several  months, 
under  an  assumed  name.  When  the  summer 
assizes  were  approaching,  he  determined  to 
surrender  and  stand  his  trial ;  and  although  his 
legal  advisers  warned  him  that  the  step  was 
most  perilous,  he  would  not  be  dissuaded,  and 
unhappily  persevered. 

He  was  on  the  18th  of  August,  1808, 
arraigned  for  "  wilful  murder,"  pleaded  "  not 
guilty"  in  the  usual  form — the  fact  of  the 
homicide  was  admitted — and  a  number  of  of- 
ficers, high  in  rank,  attended,  and  gave  the 
prisoner  the  highest  character  for  humanity. 
I  did  not  hear  the  evidence,  and  when  I  came 
into  the  court-house  the  jury  for  some  time 
had  been  considering  their  verdict.  The  trial 
had  been  tedious ;  twilight  had  fallen,  and  the 
hall  of  justice,  dull  at  best,  was  rendered  gloomier 
still;   from    the   partial  glare  of  a  few  candles 
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placed  upon  the  bench,  where  Judge  Fletcher 
was  presiding.  A  breathless  anxiety  pervaded 
the  assembly,  and  the  ominous  silence  that 
reigned  throughout  the  court  was  unbroken  by 
a  single  whisper.  1  felt  an  unusual  dread — 
a  sinking  of  the  heart — a  difficulty  of  respiration, 
and  as  I  looked  round  the  melancholy  crowd, 
my  eye  rested  on  the  judge.  Fletcher  was  a 
thin,  bilious  looking  being,  and  his  cold  and 
marble  features  had  caught  an  unearthly  ex- 
pression from  the  shading  produced  by  the 
accidental  disposition  of  the  candles.  I  shud- 
dered as  I  gazed  upon  him,  for  the  fate  of  a 
fellow  creature  was  hanging  upon  the  first  words 
that  would  issue  from  the  lips  of  that  stern  and 
inflexible  old  man.  From  the  judge  my  eyes 
turned  to  the  criminal,  and  what  a  subject  the 
contrast  offered  to  the  artist's  pencil !  In  the 
front  of  the  bar,  habited  in  deep  mourning,  his 
arms  folded  and  crossed  upon  his  breast,  the 
homicide  was  awaiting  the  word  that  should 
seal  his  destiny.  His  noble  and  commanding 
figure  thrown  into  an  attitude  of  calm  deter- 
mination,  was  graceful  and  dignified  ;  and  while 
on  every  countenance  besides  a  sickening  anxiety 
was  visible,  neither  the  quivering  of  an  eyelash, 
nor  a  motion  of  the  lip,  betrayed  on  the  prisoner's 
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face  the  appearance  of  discomposure  or  alarm. 
Just  then  a  slight  noise  was  heard — a  door  was 
slowly  and  softly  opened — one  by  one  the  jury 
returned  to  theii'  box — the  customaiy  question 
was  asked  by  the  clerk  of  the  crown — and — 
"  Guilty "  was  faintly  answered,  accompanied 
with  a  recommendation  to  mercy.  An  agoniz- 
ing pause  succeeded — the  court  was  as  silent 
as  the  grave — the  prisoner  bowed  respectfully 
to  the  jury,  then  planting  his  foot  firmly  on 
the  floor,  he  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
and  calmly  Hstened  to  his  doom.  Slowly  Judge 
Fletcher  assumed  the  fatal  cap,  and  all  unmoved, 
he  pronounced,  and  Campbell  listened  to,  his 
sentence. 

While  the  short  address  which  sealed  the 
prisoner's  fate  was  being  delivered,  the  silence 
of  the  court  was  only  broken  by  smothered 
sobs  ;  but  when  the  sounds  ceased,  and,  "  Lord 
have  mercy  on  your  soul  1"  issued  from  the  ashy 
lips  of  the  stern  old  man,  a  groan  of  horror 
burst  from  the  auditory,  and  the  Highland 
soldiers,  who  thronged  the  court,  ejaculated  a 
wild  "  Amen,"  while  their  flashing  eyes  betrayed 
how  powerfully  the  fate  of  their  unhappy  coun- . 
try  man  had  affected  them.  He  was  removed 
from  the  bar — a  doomed  man — but  no  harsh 
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restrictions  were  imposed  upon  him,  nor  was 
he  conducted  to  the  gloomy  apartment  to  which 
condemned  criminals  after  sentence  were  then 
consio;ned.  From  the  moment  the  unfortunate 
duellist  had  entered  the  prison  gates,  his  mild 
and  gentlemanly  demeanour  had  won  the  com- 
miseration of  all  within;  and  the  governor, 
confident  of  the  honour  of  his  prisoner,  sub- 
jected him  to  no  restraint.  He  occupied  the 
apartments  of  the  keeper,  went  over  the  building 
as  he  pleased — received  his  friends — held  un- 
restricted communication  with  all  that  sought 
him — and,  in  fact,  was  a  captive  but  in 
name. 

No  man  impersonated  the  grandeur  of  Byron's 
beautiful  couplet  so  happily  as  did  Campbell ; 
when  the  hour  of  trial  came, 

"  He  died  as  sinful  man  should  die 
Without  parade — without  display," 

while,  during  the  painful  interval  when  the  seat 
of  mercy  was  appealed  to,  and  when,  as  it  was 
generally  considered,  mercy  would  have  been 
extended,  the  most  unmoved  of  all,  as  post 
after  post  brought  not  the  welcome  tidings,  was 
Campbell. 

One  anecdote  is  too  charasteristic  to  be 
omitted. 
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The  commiseration  of  all  classes  was  painfully 
increased  by  the  length  of  time  that  elapsed 
between  the  trial  and  death  of  Major  Campbell. 
In  prison,  he  received  from  his  friends  the  most 
constant  and  delicate  attention;  and  one  lady, 

the  wife  of  Captain ,  seldom  left  him.     She 

read  to  him,  prepared  his  meals,  cheered  his 
spirits  when  he  drooped,  and  performed  those 
gentle  offices  of  kindness,  so  peculiarly  the 
province  of  a  woman.  When  intelligence  ar- 
rived that  mercy  could  not  be  extended,  and 
the  law  must  take  its  course,  she  boldly  planned 
an  escape  from  prison ;  but  Campbell,  when 
she  mentioned  it,  recoiled  from  a  proposition 
that  must  compromise  his  honour  with  the 
keeper.  "  AVhat,"  he  exclaimed,  when  assured 
that  otherwise  his  case  was  hopeless,  "  shall 
I  break  my  faith  with  him  who  trusted  it? 
I  know  my  fate,  and  am  prepared  to  meet  it 
manfully;  but  never  wall  I  deceive  the  person 
w^ho  confided  in  my  honour." 

Two  evenings  before  he  suffered,  ]\Irs.  

was  earnestly  urging  him  to  escape.  The  clock 
struck  twelve,  and  Campbell  hinted  that  it  was 
time  she  should  retire.  As  usual,  he  accom- 
panied her  to  the  gate;    and  on  entering  the 
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keeper's  room,  they  found  him  fast  asleep. 
Campbell  placed  his  finger  on  his  lip. 

"  Poor  fellow,"  he  said  in  a  whisper,  to  his 
fair  companion,  "  would  it  uot  be  a  pity  to 
disturb  him  ?"  then  taking  the  keys  softly  from 
the  table,  he  unlocked  the  outer  wicket. 

*'  Campbell,"  said  the  lady,  ''this  is  the  crisis 
of  your  fate ;  this  is  the  moment  for  your  de- 
liverance !     Horses  are  in  readiness,  and — " 

The  convict  put  his  hand  upon  her  mouth. 
"  Hush,"  he  replied,  as  he  gently  forced  her  out. 
"  Would  you  have  me  violate  my  word  of 
honour  ?" 

Bidding  her  "  good  night,"  he  locked  the 
wicket  carefully,  replaced  the  keys,  and  retired 
to  his  chamber  without  awakening  the  sleeping 
jailor ! 

His  last  hour  was  passed  in  prayer,  and  at 
noon  he  was  summoned  to  pass  the  grand  ordeal 
which  concludes  the  history  of  the  hero  and  the 
herdsman. 

The  drop,  as  it  was  called,  was,  in  the  Irish 
jails,  attached  to  the  upper  story  of  the  building, 
a  large,  iron-studded  door,  which  hung  against 
the  wall,  and  was  only  raised  to  a  parallel  posi- 
tion with  the  door  from  which  the  criminal  made 
his  last  exit,  when  that  concluding  ceremony  of 
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the  law  was  to  be  performed.  Attended  by  the 
jail  chaplain, — one  who,  in  the  last  bitter  trial, 
clave  to  the  condemned  soldier  closer  than  a 
brother, — he  steadily  mounted  the  stairs,  and 
entered  the  execution  room.  The  preliminaries 
of  death  were  undergone  composedly ;  he  bade  a 
long  farewell  to  those  around,  and  stepped  firmly 
on  the  board.  Twenty  thousand  lookers-on 
filled  the  green  in  the  front  of  the  prison ;  and, 
strange  accident !  the  Highland  regiment  with 
whom,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  he  had  charged  "  the 
Invincibles"  in  Egypt,  formed  a  semicircle  round 
the  prison.  In  the  north  of  Ireland,  all  is  de- 
corously conducted.  Allien  he  appeared,  a  deep 
and  solemn  silence  awed  the  multitude ;  and 
until  he  addressed  the  Highlanders  in  Gaelic,  a 
whisper  might  have  been  heard  in  the  crowd. 
To  the  simple  request  of  "  Pray  for  me !"  a  low 
deep  groan  responded,  and  every  bonnet  was  re- 
moved. He  dropped  a  cambric  handkerchief, — 
down  came  the  iron-bound  door — it  sounded  over 
the  heads  of  the  silent  concourse  like  a  thunder- 
clap ;  and,  in  one  minute,  as  brave  a  heart  as 
ever  beat  upon  a  battle-field,  had  ceased  to  throb. 
Peace  to  the  ashes  of  the  brave  !  If  a  soldier's 
life,  a  Christian's  end,  can  atone  for  the  sad 
consequences    of    unreining    an    ungovernable 
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temper,  botli  can  be  honestly  pleaded  in  extenu- 
ating poor  Campbell's  crime. 

There  never  was  a  country  in  which  the 
march  of  improvement  will  appear  so  anomalous 
as  in  Ireland  at  the  close  of  the  last  century.  At 
that  period  the  sister  kingdom  was  actually  in 
rude  prosperity,  and  no  matter  how  roughly  the 
thing  was  done,  the  different  grades  of  society 
discharged  the  duties  appertaining  to  their  res- 
pective orders.  The  aristocracy  remained  at 
home.  The  church  had  seldoiii,,^to  complain  of  a 
non-resident.  The  Romish  priesthood,  recol- 
lecting their  lowly  birth  and  humble  education, 
deferred  to  their  superiors,  and  kept  their  proper 
position.  The  tenant,  as  a  matter  of  course,  sup- 
ported his  landlord  at  elections  ;  and  in  the  little 
courtesies,  which  in  the  social  scale  gives  the 
superior  grades  occasional  opportunities  of  being 
serviceable  to  the  humbler  orders,  the  compliment 
was  returned,  rudely,  but  affectionately  ;  the  body 
politic  clung  together. 

The  civil  lights  of  the  Irish  Roman  Catholics 
were  circumscribed,  but  among  themselves  the 
restriction  seemed  unfelt.  They  might  be  "  here- 
ditary bondsmen,"  but  the  chain  hung  so  lightly 
that  the  pressure  was  almost  disregarded.     Tlie 
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master  repaired  to  Dublin  to  attend  the  na- 
tional Council  in  which  he  had  a  voice;  but 
whether  he  supported  or  opposed  the  govern- 
ment of  the  day,  the  tenantry  at  home  cared  not 
a  brass  button.  Throughout  the  week  they  la- 
boured in  their  fields.  On  the  Saturday  night, 
the  young  people  repaired  to  the  dance-house ; 
and,  on  Sunday,  to  the  chapel.  From  the  former 
they  might  bring  home  a  cracked  skull  or 
wounded  heart.  Well,  a  little  patching  remedied 
the  one,  and  holy  matrimony  salved  the  other. 
On  the  Sabbath  they  heard  mass  and  listened 
afterwards  to  personal  descriptions  of  erratic 
cattle  and  stolen  sheep.  Then  came  a  more  de- 
licate duty  for  his  reverence  to  discharge,  and 
one  highly  interesting  to  the  flock.     Had 

"Lovely  woman  stooped  to  folly," 

the  infraction  of  Diana's  law  underwent  eccle- 
siastical censure — while  the  village  Giovanni  was 
called  upon,  under  pain  of  excommunication,  to 
offer  the  frail  fair  one  the  amende  honorable  by 
holy  wedlock,  before  he,  the  priest,  would  make 
him  such  an  example  that  his  own  dog  w^ould  not 
acknowledge  his  delinquent  owner  at  a  bull-bait. 
On  these  awful  occasions  no  names  were  men- 
tioned ;  but  the  personal  sketches  of  the  sinners 
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were  so  provokingly  correct,  that  none  of  the  at- 
tentive Usteners  could  ever  mistake  the  de- 
scription. 

In  those  days  the  tone  assumed  by  the  aris- 
tocracy towards  their  tenantry  and  dependents 
was  arbitrary — at  times  tyrannical ;  but,  with 
rare  exceptions,  the  Irish  gentry  were  kind  and 
liberal  landlords.  "  His  honour"  woidd  uncere- 
moniously apply  the  thong  to  the  back  of  a 
dilatory  clodhopper,  whose  blundering  efforts  at 
unfastening  a  field-gate  enabled  the  pack  to  get 
away  from  their  master.  But  his  anger  was  brief 
as  the  life  of  the  fox  he  was  chasing ;  and  on  re- 
turning, he  would  rein-up  at  the  cabin-door,  fling 
a  handful  of  silver  into  Judy's  apron,  and  leave 
her  to  bless  God  that  her  husband  had  been 
horse-whipped.  Did  a  cow  die,  another  would 
be  sent  to  the  disconsolate  cottier,  or  an  intima- 
tion through  the  "  driver,"*  tliat  the  last  "  gale"t 
would  not  be  required.  Local  politics  ran  deS' 
perately  high ;  but  among  the  better  orders, 
rehgious  differences  gave  no  interruption  to 
social  communion.  As  became  honest  pastors, 
Father  Pat  would  get  drunk  with  Doctor  Red- 
gill, — sing  lillybulleroX  with  the  squire,  ay,  and 

*  An  uader  bailiff.  f  Gale,  a  half-year's  reut. 

X  The  Orange  song,  called  "  Protestant  Boys." 
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drain  a  bumper  to  "  the  glorious  memory,"  al- 
though that  uncanonical  toast  expressed  an 
ardent  wish  that  "  the  pope  was  in  the  pillory,  and 
the  devil  pelting  priests  at  him." 

At   this  era  Roman  Catholic  disabilities  were 
not  removed,   and  restrictive   enactments   were 
thickly  recorded  on  the  statute-book.     The  ap- 
proach  to  a  bench  in   College    Green,    or   the 
command  of   a   regiment,  was    as   hermetically 
sealed  against  a  believer  in  transubstantiation,  as 
the  woolsack,  ay,  or  the  throne  itself.     And  yet 
what  Avas  the  social  condition  of  tlie  great  orders 
of    the    Roman     Catholic    community  ?      The 
Romanist  of  the  higher  caste  shot  with,  or  shot 
at,  his  Protestant  neighbour.     He  hunted  with 
his  hounds,  and  intermarried  with  his  daughter. 
If  any  religious  disposition  of  the  future  issue 
was    considered  worth  the  trouble   of   arrange- 
ment, the  boys  accompanied  their  father  to  his 
place  of  worship,  while  the  young  ladies  became 
the    spiritual    property    of  their   mamma.      In 
friendly  intercourse,  the  feelings  of  his  opposite 
rehgionist  was  delicately  respected  by  his  Pro- 
testant  neighbour,    even   to    culinary  consider- 
ations, for  in   Lent  his  table  was  well  supplied 
with  fish,  that  hospitality  might  be  offered  and 
accepted  without  the  infringement  of  a  duty. 
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What  at  that  period  was  the  social  condition 
of  the  clergy?  None  could  be  happier.  The 
priest  jogged  about  his  parish — presided  at  mar- 
riages, christenings,  and  confessions — and,  when 
not  engaged  in  those  important  avocations,  turned 
into  the  first  avenue  from  which  he  heard  the 
dinner-bell — Protestant  or  Popish — Tyrian  or 
Trojan  ;  his  welcome  was  everywhere  established, 
and  his  shibboleth — a  "  God  save  all  here  !"  He 
lived  in  comfort,  and  without  a  care,  and,  when 
he  died,  were  his  a  grovelling  spirit — money — 
ay,  and  much  money  would  be  found — and  many 
a  parvenu  family  in  the  West  dates  its  origin  to 
the  demise  of  some  wealthy  Father  Paul,  or 
Pather  Peter. 

The  Roman  Catholic  priesthood  were  then  of  a 
different  class  to  what  they  are  at  present.  They 
took  their  orders  at  foreign  universities ;  St. 
Omer,  Lisbon,  and  Salamanca,  being  those  most 
commonly  frequented  by  the  Irish  students. 
There  the  gentry  did  not  scruple  to  dedicate  a 
younger  son,  if  the  family  were  large,  to  the 
service  of  the  altar.  These  alumni  were  accus- 
tomed to  the  amenities  of  better  life,  carried 
abroad  their  earlier  gentlemanly  impressions — 
saw  Roman  catholicity  in  its  best  light — came 
home  liberalized,  and,  were  the  truth  confessed. 
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doubting  ranch  whether  heresy  in  opinion  must 
be  followed  by  damnation  as  a  consequence. 
They  naturally  consorted  with  their  own  caste, 
and  while  rigidly  faithful  in  the  discharge  of 
their  mission,  they  visited  the  flock,  and  advised 
them  in  matters  spiritual  and  temporal,  while 
their  more  intimate  associations  with  the  better 
classes  were  maintained.  Hence,  to  the  peasant 
the  priesthood  were  truly  valuable.  They  did 
not  overtax  his  hospitality  ;  for  every  table  in  the 
parish,  lay  and  clerical,  alike  had  a  cover  for  the 
clergy ;  and  at  the  parsonage,  Father  Pat  received 
as  hearty  welcome  as  at  the  hall.  Were  a  tenant 
aggrieved  by  a  subordinate  agent,  the  priest  at  a 
fitting  season  could  insinuate  to  the  squire  the 
simple  narrative  of  his  wrongs,  and  the  quiet  ad- 
vocacy of  the  churchman  would  seldom  be  tried 
in  vain.  At  the  period  we  allude  to,  and  when 
Emancipation  was  considered  nearly  as  Utopian 
as  Repeal,  the  priest  was  an  important  and  con- 
necting link  between  the  landlord  and  his  tenant. 
He  upheld  social  distinctions,  inculcated  defer- 
ence to  superiors,  to  agrarian  violence  he  was 
bitterly  opposed,  insinuated  that  in  politics  fools 
should  not  meddle  with  edged  tools,  and  in 
monetary  matters,  to  the  Caesars    of   the    day. 
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namely,  the  landlord  and  himself,  there  should  be 
rendered  the  thmgs  that  were  Caesar's. 

But,  at  that  time,  in  the  priesthood  there  were 
marked  distinctions.  Of  aristocratic  offshoots 
the  sectional  portion  was  but  small ;  for  of  the 
two  lumber-houses  of  society,  the  younger  sons 
of  Roman  Catholic  gentlemen  preferred  taking 
military  service  in  the  French  or  Austrian  armies 
to  an  entrance  into  a  monotonous  profession, 
where  life  might  be  dreamed  away,  and  whose 
highest  honours  were  as  attainable  by  their 
father's  servants  as  themselves.  Consequently, 
of  the  mass  of  the  Irish  priesthood  the  majority 
were  low-born  and  illiterate ;  but  they  were  un- 
obtrusive in  matters  spiritual,  and  in  secular 
affairs  kindly  and  useful  when  they  could  be  so. 

In  those  days  the  cry  of  famine  arose  not  in 
the  streets,  nor  was  sedition  inculcated  from  the 
altar.  The  begging-box  was  an  invention  re- 
served for  another  generation  ;  and  the  howl  of 
"  Saxon  tyranny"  was  unheard.  Instead  of 
stimulating  an  excitable  people  to  acts  of 
violence,  the  priest  in  his  vocation  allayed  po- 
pular irritation  when  he  could,  and  laboured  dili- 
gently to  neutralize  the  efforts  of  the  discontented. 
Altogether,  the  body  politic,  throughout  its 
varied  orders,  harmonized  pretty  well.     The  era 
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was  a  most  pugnacious  one,  but  the  peasantry 
were  quite  contented  with  breaking  each  other's 
bones,  leaving  the  shooting  of  superiors  to  fellow- 
gentlemen,  modestly  considering  that  to  the 
aristocracy  the  use  of  gunpowder  and  claret 
appertained  by  right  divine. 

If  one  period  should  be  selected  before  others 
in  the  last  century,  to  exhibit  Irish  dissipation 
at  its  worst,  the  outbreak  of  the  French  revolu- 
tion might  be  chosen  as  the  chmax  of  national 
debauchery.  The  life — generally  a  short  one, 
(for  fever  and  pistol  bullets  are  unfavourable  to 
longevity)  of  an  Irish  gentleman,  passed  in  a 
whirlwind  of  wild  excitement.  In  drunkenness 
the  night  was  consumed,  and  not  unfrequently 
that  season  was  found  too  short,  and  the  sym- 
posium extended  over  days  afterwards.  No 
constitution  could  withstand  the  prevailing 
system  of  debauchery  then  in  fashion,  nor  any 
estate  bear  up  against  the  eternal  outlay  re- 
quired for  racing  and  electioneering  expenses. 
Shattered  in  health  at  thirty,  men  prematurely 
filled  a  grave,  leaving  their  property  irretrievably 
embarrassed.  The  law  of  honour  had  super- 
seded every  other.  All  disputed  points  were 
made  referable  to  the  pistol.  Legal  function- 
aries even  bowed  in  obedience  to  the  doctrines 
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of  the  day,  for  a  lord  chief  justice,  who  had 
seduced  a  friend's  wife,  tendered  honorable 
satisfaction,  and  fought  the  cornuted  gentleman 
twice.* 

Where  popular  prejudice  rides  over  pubUc 
opinion,  few  men  have  moral  courage  to  make  a 
stand  against  it ;  and,  contrary  to  his  better 
judgment,  many  a  duellist  shot,  or  was  shot  by, 
an  antagonist,  to  whom  he  bore  no  animosity. 
Hence,  in  Ireland,  a  gentleman's  life  was  in 
perpetual  insecurity,  for  it  was  not  necessary 
that  he  should  feel  himself  called  upon  to  fight ; 
the  opinion  of  any  feather-headed  fool  who 
misconceived  a  doubtful  phrase  used  at  last 
night's  symposium,  was  held  conclusive  on  the 
point,  and  a  duel  must  ensue.  The  constant 
wounds  inflicted  upon  society,  from  the  preva- 
lence of  this  barbarous  and  sanguinary  custom, 
were  incredible.  Men  were  frequently  hurried 
into  fatal  encounters,  wlien  drunk  themselves, 
and  all  around  them  equally  so.  No  person  left 
home  for  a  week  without  his  pistols  were  duly 
deposited  in  his  portmanteau.  Did  the  most 
trifling  quarrel  arise,  the  means  to  settle  it  were 
instantly  procurable.  Were  the  rooms  suffi- 
ciently large,  it  was  only  necessary  to  order  in 

*  Lords  Cloumcl  and  Tyrawlcy. 
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another  pair  or  two  of  candles  ;  or,  if  the  parties 
preferred  it,  they  could  fight,  alfresco,  in  the 
yard,  and  anticipate  daylight  by  the  agency  of  a 
couple  of  stable  lanterns. 

Before  I  had  reached  my  twentieth  summer  I 
had  witnessed  as  many  duels  as  I  counted  years. 
The  causes  of  the  majority  of  these  affairs  I 
cannot  recollect,  nor  am  I  quite  persuaded  that, 
at  the  time,  the  belligerents  exactly  understood 
for  what  insult  or  offence  they  were  "stuck 
upon  the  daisies."  Of  the  score  in  question, 
three  might  have  been  justified,  for  the  fair  sex 
were  therein  concerned;  but  of  the  remaining 
seventeen,  I  conscientiously  believe  the  ground 
of  oflPence  was  remediable,  had  the  seconds  only 
taken  the  trouble  to  interpose. 

Three  of  these  encounters  ended  fatally,  and  I 
shall,  mutatis  nominibus,  sketch  the  particulars 
briefly  of  each. 

Roderick  O'Connor  was  a  gentleman  of  small 
fortune,  and  heavily  embarrassed.  A  pack  of 
fox-hounds,  and  all  the  indirect  expenditure  at- 
tached to  a  kennel,  are  unfavourable  to  the  for- 
mation of  a  sinking  fund  to  liquidate  old  debts  ; 
and  nine  children  did  not  tend  to  relieve  the 
monetary  pressure.  Roderick  was  a  Galway 
gentleman,  brusque  in  his  manners,  and  irascible 
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in  temper.  He  talked  of  economical  retrench- 
ments ;  but  Roderick  had  talked  of  them  for  the 
last  ten  years.  He  would  have  laid  down  his 
hounds,  had  not  an  opposition  pack  been  estab- 
lished in  the  neighbourhood.  He  would  have 
gone  to  England,  and  pulled  io,  but  could  he 
leave  home  on  the  eve  of  a  contested  election  ? 
Manifold  were  his  good  intentions,  when  death 
made  an  unexpected  visit.  I  had  slept  at  his 
house  the  preceding  night,  and  was  to  return 
with  him  to  dinner  after  hunting.  Dis  aliter 
visum.,  for  Roderick  in  life  was  not  fated  to 
return. 

The  cover  we  were  going  to  draw  was  part  of 
a  property  then  in  Chancery.  Two  claimants 
litigated  the  estate.  One  had  given  Roderick 
the  game,  while  the  other  suitor  had  been  equally 
civil  to  the  master  of  the  opposition  hounds. 
Unhappily  the  rival  packs  met  at  the  cover  side 
Neither  of  the  gentlemen  would  allow  the  cover 
to  be  drawn ;  both  lost  temper ;  an  angry  obser- 
vation was  returned  by  a  cut  from  Roderick's 
hunting-whip.  A  blow,  according  to  the  code 
of  that  day,  could  only  be  atoned  for  by  an  in- 
terchange of  fire  ;  and  the  insulted  man,  having 
named  an  adjacent  meadow  as  the  place  of  meet- 
ing, galloped  off  to  the  residence  of  a  kinsman, 
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from  whom  without  delay,  he  obtained  the 
necessary  w^eapons  for  bringing  the  affair  to 
mortal  arbitrament.  Attempts  were  made  by 
mutual  friends  to  adjust  the  quarrel ;  but  a  blow 
demanded  blood,  and  were  the  insult  of  much 
lighter  character,  the  door  to  effect  reconciliation 
was  unfortunately  closed,  for  both  were  practised 
duellists,  and  neither  dare  consequently  give 
way. 

From  the  side  of  the  thicket,  the  duellists,  their 
seconds,  and  all  the  sportsmen,  save  one  or  two 
w^ho  recoiled  from  the  sanguinary  result  which 
the  temper  of  the  parties  left  little  doubt  would 
follow,  and  a  mob  of  the  peasantry,  to  whom  a 
duel  had  more  interest  than  a  cock-fight — all,  to 
the  number  of  at  least  three  hundred,  repaired  to 
one  of  those  prairies  peculiar  to  the  Shannon, 
whose  waters  rolled  slovA-ly  on  below.  For  miles 
along  the  river's  bank,  the  eye  traverses  a  long 
range  of  meadow,  rich  in  summer  and  autumn 
with  alluvial  grass,  but  which,  during  the  rainy 
months,  is  generally  a  sheet  of  water,  with  here 
and  there  an  islet  peeping  above  the  surface.  On 
one  of  these  gentle  undulations  the  combatants 
were  placed,  the  mob  forming  a  double  line, 
while  the  seconds — regular  business  men — com- 
pleted their  brief  arrangements. 
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Although  famiUarised  with  duelling  from  boy- 
hood, and  brought  up  to  consider  it  as  an  every- 
day occurrence,  to  which  gentlemen,  as  a  tax 
upon  lineage  and  position,  were  bound  to  yield 
obedience  as  punctually  as  a  tradesman  is  required 
to  discharge  an  acceptance,  still  I  felt  painfully 
agitated  when  I  saw  the  man  with  whom  I  supped 
last  evening,  and  with  whom  to-day  I  was  engaged 
to  dine,  standing  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  or 
about  to  hurry  to  "  the  bourn  from  which  no 
traveller  returns,"  one  now  full  of  life,  and 
strength,  and  spirit.  The  pistols  were  squibbed 
and  loaded,  the  seconds  officiating  under  the 
close  surveillance  of  half  a  dozen  amateurs,  some 
watching  proceedings  for  the  house  of  Montague, 
while  others  were  friendly  to  the  cause  of  Capulet. 
To  Roderick,  in  duelling  courtesy,  the  choice  of 
weapons  was  conceded;  the  ground  was  then 
cleared — the  word  was  given — and,  in  less  than 
half  a  minute,  Roderick, 

"  His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  Heaven," 

was  stretched  on  the  sward  a  dead  man ! 

I  ought  to  mention  that,  in  preparing  for  the 
trial,  the  duellists  adopted  opposite  systems,  in 
what  the  fancy  call  their  "toilet."  Roderick 
took  off  coat,  vest,  and  neckcloth,  and  fought  in 
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his  shirt ;  his  opponent  buttoning  his  hunting- 
jacket  to  the  chin.  Scarcely  had  the  corpse 
struck  the  ground,  when  the  strangest  scene 
imaginable  ensued.  Under  some  unaccountable 
panic,  the  whole  crowd,  actors  and  spectators 
took  to  flight ;  and,  jumping  the  meadow  drains, 
they  scampered  at  headlong  speed,  as  if  sauve  qui 
pent  was  the  order  of  the  day,  and  the  foul  fiend 
was  at  their  heels.  One  fugitive's  retreat  was 
temporarily  arrested,  for,  turning  suddenly,  he 
rushed  back  to  where  I  was  standing  beside  the 
corj^se,  gazing  at  the  dead  man's  countenance, 
snatched  the  discharged  weapon  from  the  hand 
wdiich  even  in  death  still  clenched  it,  muttered 
that  it  was  the  best  nicked*  pistol  in  Galway,  and 
that  he  would  not  lose  it  for  fifty  pounds ;  then 
resuming  strong  running,  by  increased  exertions 
he  overtook  the  fugitives,  and  was  soon  lost 
among  the  crowd. 

Standing  within  a  foot  of  the  fallen  duellist,  I 
looked  at  the  body,  doubting  the  reality  of  death. 
I   unclosed   the   shirt-collar,   and   removed   the 

*  As  a  record  of  good  service  done  to  society,  the  number  of 
times  when  pistols  were  employed  effectively,  was  scored,  or 
crossed  upon  the  handle.  I  have  often  shot  at  a  card  with  an 
old  family  case,  one  had  a  couple  of  notches,  the  other  Jive  ! 
No.  2  was  considered  a  very  respectable  pistol,  but  No.  5,  a 
jewel  beyond  price ! 
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breast-pin.  Directly  beneath  the  right  nipple 
the  linen  was  slightly  marked  with  blood,  while 
the  shirt  and  the  skin  it  covered  were  punctured 
so  little,  that,  where  the  bullet  passed,  the  orifice 
seemed  scarcely  large  enough  to  admit  a  pea. 
The  hemorrhage  outside  did  not  exceed  a  spoon- 
ful ;  but,  internally,  it  was  enormous.  The  aorta 
was  cut  in  two,  and,  of  course,  death  had  been 
instantaneous. 

Absorbed  in  melancholy  musing,  as  I  looked 
upon  the  lifeless  body,  a  horseman,  unperceived, 
had  approached  me,  and  at  a  glance  I  recognised 
in  the  rider  Father  Malachi  Kavanagh,  poor 
Roderick's  parish  priest,  who  had  supped  with 
the  dead  and  living  the  night  before.  His  reve- 
rence evinced  deep  emotion  as  he  gazed  upon  the 
body  of  his  friend.  Tears  rolled  in  fast  succession 
down  his  cheeks,  and  in  the  passionate  language 
of  the  native  Irish  he  poured  forth  an  eulogy  on 
the  dead,  in  which  virtues  were  emblazoned  and 
failings  forgotten  altogether.  Hearing  a  hurried 
rumour  of  the  unfortunate  quarrel,  he  had  sought 
the  scene,  anxious  to  avert,  but  only  in  time  to 
witness  the  calamity.  He  had  summoned  men 
from  the  next  villages  to  remove  the  body  from 
the  field  ;  and  while  he  should  attend  poor 
Roderick's  remains  to  his  desolate  roof-tree,  I 
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was  earnestly  entreated  to  ride  before-hand  to 
the  house  of  mourning,  and  speak  comfort  to  the 
bereaved. 

It  was  a  painful  but  a  sacred  task,  and  mount- 
ing my  horse,  I  rode  towards  Sheve-na-garrew. 
The  distance  was  only  three  miles.  Had  I  been 
the  bearer  of  comfortable  tidings,  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  would  have  closed  the  journey,  but  in  sad- 
ness of  heart  I  could  not  speed  on ;  and  when  I 
looked  back  from  a  rising  ground  not  a  bow-shot 
from  Roderick's  gate,  a  group  of  men  bearing  a 
white  bundle  on  their  shoulders,  and  accompanied 
by  a  horseman,  were  visible  within  a  mile.  I 
guessed  who  the  party  were — spurred  my  horse 
to  a  gallop,  and  in  five  minutes  was  in  the  pre- 
sence of  a  widowed  wife  and  nine  children,  who 
that  morning  had  pressed  a  father's  lips  for  the 
last  time. 

Rumour  had  already  filled  Sheve-na-garrew 
with  alarm  ;  but  the  peasant  boy  who  had  flown 
with  the  intelligence,  suppressed  the  fatal  result, 
and  only  told  the  servants  that  the  master  and 
Mr.  Andrews  had  quarrelled  and  gone  out  to 
fight.  It  is  fifty-two  years  ago.-  I  was  then  but 
eighteen;  and  yet  the  scene  is  more  vivid — 
word,  action,  face,  figure — all  imprinted  upon 
memory — ay,  and  in  clearer  colouring  than  the 
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common-place  trausactioii  which  happened  yes- 
terday. 

As  sheep  suddenly  alarmed  huddle  together  in 
wild  uncertainty,  the  household,  who  no  longer 
owned  a  master,  had  collected  in  the  drawing- 
room.  It  was  a  sorrowful  sight — Mrs.  O'Connor 
widowed  in  the  prime  of  hfe,  and  surrounded  by 
her  children — the  eldest  girl  not  yet  fourteen, 
and  the  youngest,  a  baby  in  his  nurse's  arms. 
All  eyes  centred  upon  me,  yet  none  but  the 
mother  spoke. 

"  Dear  Mr.  M ,  in  mercy  tell  the  worst. 

A  fearful  report  has  reached  us  :  it  is  rumoured 
that  my  husband  and  Erank  Andrews  have  quar- 
relled, and  gone  out  to  fight.  It  cannot  be. 
A  crowd  of  friends  and  neighbours  would  never 
barbarously  look  on,  and  see  the  parent  of  these 
helpless  children  peril  his  valuable  life." 

I  made  no  answer.  I  dared  not  speak  the 
truth;  and  any  attempt  to  conceal  a  terrible 
occurrence,  which  I  was  well  aware  a  few 
minutes  must  disclose,  would  but  render  the 
blow  more  stunning.  Again  the  poor  lady 
pressed  her  inquiries  with  impatient  eager- 
ness. 

"Oh!    speak,    Mr.    M .       Is    the    duel 
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I  muttered  that  it  was. 

"  Is  Roderick  wounded  ?  or  is  the  matter 
worse  ?" 

I  shook  my  head  mournfully,  and  in  an  under 
voice  repeated  the  last  word  of  the  sentence — 
"  worse  /" 

"  Ha  !"  she  exclaimed  j  "  then  one  of  them 
is  killed." 

She  paused,  and  gasped  the  question, 
"Which?" 

Could  I  have  mustered  nerve  to  reply,  time 
was  not  allowed.  The  eldest  of  the  orphans, 
a  sweet  girl  just  budding  into  w^omanhood, 
looked  from  the  window  towards  the  entrance 
gate,  and  caught  sight  of  the  melancholy  group, 
w  ho,  at  that  moment,  were  entering  the  avenue, 
with  Roderick's  body  extended  on  a  cabin-door, 
and  covered  with  a  white  counterpane.  She 
uttered  a  thrilling  cry,  screamed  wildly,  "  My 
father  !"  and  sank  insensible  on  the  carpet.  In 
the  same  state  her  mother  was  removed  from 
the  room. 

The  corpse  was  extended  on  the  hall-table, 
and  the  wail  of  women  united  to  the  cry  of 
childhood.  The  poor  orphans  wept  bitterly  as 
they  gazed  on  the  pahd  features  of  their  dead 
father;    but   the   infant,    all   indifferent  to  his 
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loss,  smiled  in  his  nurse's  arms,  and  played 
with  a  ringlet  of  her  hair.  Just  then  returning 
consciousness  reminded  Mrs.  O'Connor  that  he 
whom  she  loved  so  fondly,  and  who  so  faithfully 
had  returned  her  attachment,  was  lost  to  her 
and  to  her  children  for  ever.  She  overheard  the 
cry  of  sorrow  in  the  hall,  which  the  priest  had 
endeavoured  vainly  to  repress;  and  springing 
from  the  bed  with  maniac  strength  flung  the 
women  aside  who  attempted  to  restrain  her — 
rushed  into  the  crowded  apartment,  threw  herself 
on  the  dead  body  of  her  husband,  and  covered 
his  cold  lips  with  kisses.  I  could  stand  the 
scene  no  longer,  but  hurried  from  the  house, 
and  sought  a  distant  bench  beneath  an  elm-tree, 
where  the  priest  joined  me  in  half-an-hour. 

"  All  is  pretty  quiet,"  he  said,  "  for  the 
present,  and  several  of  the  neighbouring  ladies 
hastened,  when  they  heard  of  the  accident,  to 
remove  the  young  children  to  their  houses,  and 
take  charge  of  the  poor  woman — may  the  Virgin 
send  her  consolation !" 

"  May  Heaven  prevent  me  from  ever  wit- 
nessing a  similar  scene !"  I  fervently  ejaculated. 

"  Amen  !"  responded  the  churchman. 

"  I  dare  not  denounce  an  appeal  to  the  pistol 
under  every  circumstance,*'  I  continued;  "but, 
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good  Heaven  !  is  it  not  a  crying  sin  against 
humanity,  that  the  sacred  bond  of  married  love 
should  be  rent  asunder,  and  nine  helpless  beings 
robbed  of  their  protector,  because  a  rascally 
fox  was  to  be  dislodged  ?" 

His  reverence  lowered  the  tone  of  voice  in 
which  he  had  been  speaking  to  one  intended 
to  convey  what  was  to  be  considered  strictly 
confidential. 

"  The  fact  is,  captain," — I  was  but  an  ensign 
at  the  time,  n'importe — "  I  never  expected  poor 
Roderick  would  die  otherwise,  and  rest  assured 
that  Erank  Andrews  in  good  time  will  be 
stretched  upon  a  daisy." 

"  Stretched  upon  a  daisy  !"  I  said. 

"Yes,  laid  his  full  length  on  the  sod  some 
blessed  morning,  like  a  trooper's  horse,  with 
his  shoes  on.  I  never  knew  three  regular  fire- 
eaters  in  my  life,  who  did  not  go  to  their  account 
with  the  tool  in  their  fist  which  they  were  so 
fond  of  handling.  That  was  Roderick's  worst 
fault — may  God  be  merciful  to  his  soul !  He 
was  a  good  husband,  a  good  father,  and  a  good 
neighbour ;  but  if  a  gentleman  sneered  out  of 
time  with  him,  it  was  nothing  but  the  pistol. 
Poor  Roderick  was  a  true  Roman  Catholic,  and 
would  not  miss  mass  if  he  could  help  it ;  but 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  2.21 

Frank  Andrews  has  no  more  religion  than  a 
Methodist.  May  the  Lord  stand  between  us 
and  the  wicked !"  and  Father  Malachi  piously- 
blessed  himself. 

"  But  would  not  the  exhortations  of  your 
reverence  turn  this  sinner  from  the  evil  of  his 
ways  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  My  exhortations !"  exclaimed  the  church- 
man ;  "  my  dear  captain,  if  St.  Jerome  of  Prague, 
and  St.  Antony  of  Padua,  the  greatest  preachers 
of  their  day,  came  upon  earth  again,  and  held 
forth  next  Sunday  from  the  altar  of  Kill-na- 
coppal,  the  blessed  Fathers  would  have  no  more 
effect  on  Frank  Andrews,  than  if  they  had  been 
all  the  time  whistling  jigs  to  a  mile-stone." 

"  From  your  account  of  Mr.  Andrews  it  will 
require  extra  labour  to  get  him  safe  through 
purgatory,  and  procure  him  an  introduction 
to  Saint  Peter." 

"  An  introduction  to  Saint  Peter  1"  exclaimed 
Father  Malachi,  in  a  voice  in  which  astonish- 
ment was  mingled  with  indignation  ;  "  is  it  that 
blessed  Apostle  will  have  anything  to  say  to 
such  a  confirmed  reprobate  of  his  kind  ?  Why, 
the  saint,  glory  to  his  name,  wouldn't  touch  the 
malefactor  with  a  tent-wattle  !  Now  just  listen 
to  me  for  a  few  minutes,  and  you  may  fancy 
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afterwards  what  claim  on  mother  church  Frank 
Andrews  has. 

"You  must  know  that  he  had  an  elder 
brother  called  Dominic,  who  of  course  was  heir 
to  the  estate ;  and  Frank,  like  many  a  younger 
son,  set  out  for  Germany  to  push  his  fortune, 
where  his  uncle  w^as  a  colonel.  He  remained 
abroad  six  years,  until  one  dark  night,  returning 
rather  hearty  from  a  club-dinner,  Dominic — 
God  be  good  to  him !  rode  into  a  quarry,  and 
was  found  next  morning  with  a  broken  neck. 
Letters  were  immediately  sent  abroad  to  tell 
Frank  that  his  brother  had  met  with  an  accident, 
and  home  he  came. 

'*  His  mother  was  the  best  of  Catholics," — 
and  up  went  a  supplication  for  her  soul. — 
"  Troth !  she's  in  a  place  where  she'll  never 
renew  her  acquaintance  with  the  lad  she  left 
behind  her,  and  that's  in  heaven.  When  Frank 
arrived,  after  she  had  made  tender  inquiries  after 
his  health,  the  old  lady  was  anxious  to  hear 
that  her  son  had  been  attentive  to  his  duties 
when  away — and  what  do  you  think  came  out  ? 
He  had  never  darkened  a  chapel-door  or  crooked 
his  leg  to  the  clergy  from  the  day  he  left  home 
until  he  came  back  again."  Here  Father  Malachi 
paused  to  bless  himself.     "  '  Oh,  murder,'  said 
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the  old  lady  as  she  turned  her  eyes  up  to  the 
ceihng  ;  '  why,  you  unfortunate  young  man,  you 
are  not  company  for  a  cannibal — by  this  book  ' 
— and  she  kissed  her  fan — '  I  won't  stretch  legs 
under  the  same  mahogany  until  Father  Malachi 
has  made  a  Christian  of  you.' 

"  I  was  sent  for  with  all  speed,  and  the 
messenger  found  me  mounting  my  horse  to  give 
the  rites  to  Tim  Daly's  mother  who  wasn't 
expected  to  pass  the  night  over ;  but  as  the 
castle  was  in  the  way,  and  Mrs.  Andrews  had 
begged  me  to  lose  no  time,  I  set  off  with  the 
servant.  I  was  soon  closeted  with  the  dear  old 
lady ;  and  in  sore  distress  she  told  me  the 
story.  I  knew  that  when  Frank  left  home  he 
was  no  great  shakes  of  a  Catholic ;  but  to  come 
back  a  heathen  was  awful.  He  was  sent  for  to 
the  stable,  and  I  was  shut  in  the  back  drawing- 
room  to  await  the  penitent.  In  he  came 
presently — as  loose  a  looking  lad  as  you  would 
meet  in  a  month  of  Sundays.  His  hat  was 
stuck  upon  three  hairs,  and  he  held  his  fore- 
finger out  to  be  shaken,  as  carelessly  as  he 
would  have  presented  it  to  a  dog-breaker. 
*  How  wags  the  world  with  thee,  Malachi  ?  1 
remember  when  I  went  abroad,  that  your  nose 
was  red,  and  that  you  were  a  ten-tumbler  man . 
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D — n  me  !  it's  a  regular  mulbeny  now.    Have 
you  raised  the  alcoholic  mixture  to  fifteen,  eh, 
old   chap?'     There   was    a   penitential    address 
from    a  siimer  to  the  man   who  was  about  to 
shrive  him  !     I   hinted  the  object  of  my  visit, 
and  mentioned  that  my  services   were  required 
elsewhere.     '  Then,  my  dear  Malachi,  do  not  let 
me   detain  you.     I  should  regret  that  IMother 
Daly  Avere  stopped  a  night  or  two  at  Fiddler's 
Green,  because  you  were  not  in  time  to  give  her 
the  last  polish,  and  book  her  direct  to  Paradise.' 
I  told  him  that  his  spiritual  state  had  given  his 
mother  the    deepest    sorrow,     and    urged   him 
by  penitence  to  reconcile  himself  to  Holy  Church. 
'  That  is,  I  suppose,  by   fish-eating  on  a  Friday,' 
exclaimed  the  reprobate.     'I  hate  fish.     They 
surfeited  me  with  woolly  turbot  when  a  boy,  and 
lean  haddocks  the  Lent  before  I  left  home ;    and 
ever  since  I  detest  anything  that  wears  a  fin,  as 
much    as    old    Clootie   abominates  holy    water.' 
*  Well,  sir,'  I  returned  indignantly,  '  you  might 
have  declined  attention   to  your  mother's  wishes, 
without  offering  offence  to  me.     I  shall  apprize 
her  that,  to  his  parent  and  his  priest,  Mr.  Francis 
is  equally  respectful'     '  Stop,  Father  Malachi,  I 
would  not  annoy  the  dear  old  lady  for  the  world. 
Do  you  plead    guilty  to  the  fifteen  tumblers? 
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Nay,  don't  take  a  joke  amiss.  Come,  let's  to 
business  at  once.  Here  I  go  down  upon  my 
marrow-bones.  Wipe  the  account  off  the  slate 
at  once,  and  put  me  down,  to  save  time  and 
trouble,  for  every  crime  in  the  kalendar  but 
highway  robbery  and  wilful  murder." 

"Upon  my  word,  the  confession  was  brief 
but  comprehensive.  Any  symptoms  of  moral 
amendment  since,  Father  Malachi  ?" 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  priest,  "  if  turning  a 
cook  off  because  she  religiously  demurred  against 
cooking  eggs  and  bacon  for  breakfast  on  Good 
Friday.  Now,  sir,  what  think  you  of  Frank 
Andrews?" 

"  Why,  that  the  aforesaid  Francis  is  a  sinner 
past  praying  for." 

There  was  not,  throughout  "  the  far  west,"  a 
churchman  who  had  mediated  more  successfully 
in  affairs  of  honour,  or  brought  so  many  intended 
and  actual  faction-fights  to  bloodless  termination, 
than  honest  Malachi.  In  pulpit  oratory  there 
might  have  been  abler  theologians.  Sancho 
Panza,  a  matter-of-fact  reasoner,  cunningly 
observes,  that  "  soft  words  butter  no  parsnips ;" 
and  his  reverence  held  similiar  opinions.  If 
priests'   souls   transmigrate,    Father  Tuck    had 
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slipped  into  the  outer  man  of  Father  Malachi. 
In  height,  he  was  some  five  feet  nine,  and  at 
five-and-thirty,  weighed  fifteen  stone  of  bone  and 
muscle,  without  an  ounce  of  offal.  To  immense 
strength,  he  united  wonderful  activity,  and 
would  do  tricks  that  you  might  expect  rather 
from  the  monkey  than  the  buffalo.  The  best 
men  have  enemies ;  and  it  was  broadly  insinuated 
that  Malachi  put  more  reliance  in  the  carnal 
weapon  than  was  canonical,  and  hence,  that  his 
most  lasting  impressions  were  made  upon  the 
carcase  and  not  the  conscience  of  the  sinner. 

Malachi's  was  a  wild  mountain  parish,  and 
his  flock  was  in  keeping  with  it.  The  honest 
churchman  laboured  hard  with  his  blackthorn 
through  the  week,  and  on  Sunday  cursed  until 
the  old  women  feared  that  he  would  lift  the 
slates  off  the  chapel ;  and  still  his  flock  remained 
rebellious.  During  a  visit  he  made  to  the  house 
of  a  Protestant  gentleman,  whose  wife  was  a 
great  favourite,  the  unhappy  divine  poured  out 
his  sorrows  for  her  consolation. 

"  My  heart's  fairly  broke,  my  lady,  and  the 
thieves  will  be  the  death  of  me.  The  divil 
himself — Christ  pardon  me  for  naming  him  ! — 
wouldn't  knock  the  fear  of  God  into  the  hearts 
of  these  malefactors.     I  half  mm-dered  Panrike 
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More  last  Wednesday;  and  by  the  blessing 
of  God,  I'll  curse  the  village  of  Cloonsallagh, 
root  and  branch,  to-morrow." 

"  But,"  said  the  lady,  when  she  had  listened 
patiently  to  his  jeremiad,  "  my  dear  Father 
Kavanagh,  when  battery  and  banning  are 
ineffective,  might  not  a  course  of  scriptural 
instruction  prove  beneficial  ?" 

Malachi  raised  his  eyes  in  horror  and  astonish- 
ment. 

"  Scriptural  instruction  to  vagabonds  like 
them !  Arrah !  cock  them  up  with  the 
Scriptures  !" 

Malachi,  twenty  years  ago,  went  to  his  account. 
He  was  a  generous  and  kindly  soul,  and  the 
only  thing  to  which  he  seemed  to  have  a  fixed 
aversion,  was  a  capital  letter,  for  he  always  wrote 
the  pronoun  personal  with  a  little  "i."  I 
recollect  his  funeral  well ;  and  Protestant  and 
Catholic  followed  him  with  sorrow  to  the  grave. 
Peace  to  thy  ashes,  honest  Malachi !  Were  all 
thy  order  like  thyself,  Ireland  would  be  a 
Goshen  ! 


There  is  a  trait  in  Irish  character  which  I  have 
always  conceived  to  be  nationally  chivalrous,  and 
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tliat  is  a  general  dislike  to  seek  in  courts  of  law, 
a  monetary  compensation  for  honour  outraged 
through  woman's  folly.  In  England,  reparation 
for  loss  of  service  is  considered  a  thing  as  cor- 
rectly reel  aim  able  as  loss  of  profit  on  a  broken 
contract  for  a  cargo  of  seal-oil  or  guano,  while 
in  the  sister  kingdom,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten, 
the  man  who  works  upon  the  weakness  of  a  wife 
or  trifles  with  the  affections  of  a  sister,  is  not 
subjected  to  the  assessment  of  amount  of  injury 
by  the  computation  of  a  jury,  but  summoned  to 
give  personal  satisfaction  in  the  field.  Many  a 
fatal  case,  recorded  in  the  annals  of  Irish  duel- 
ing, will  tell  how  frequently  profligate  success 
has  paid,  in  turn,  a  bloody  penalty. 

In  caricaturing  Milesian  manners  and  feelings, 
it  has  been  asserted  that  you  could  not  look  at 
a  Cork  lady  at  a  supper-table  but  she  graciously 
murmured,  "  Port  if  you  please  !" — or  dance  a 
second  time  with  a  man's  sister,  that  he  was  not 
certain  to  drop  in  next  morning,  before  you 
dressed,  to  inquire  whether  your  intentions  to 
the  young  lady  were  matrimonial.  That  a  num- 
ber of  unhappy  marriages  have  been  effected  by 
pistol-intervention,  is  too  true ;  and  I  recollect 
one  sad  case  where  the  love  was  on  the  lady's 
side,  and  a  fine  spirited  and  honourable  young 
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fellow,  with  all  before  Inm  that  could  promise 
happiness,  was  suddenly  removed  from  existence, 
ere  the  third  week  closed  that  followed  as  bright 
a  miion  as  could  be  fancied. 

R was  remarkably   handsome,  and  these 

personal  advantages  were  enchanced  by  the 
total  unconsciousness  that  he  possessed  them. 
A  young  lady  saw,  loved — and,  remembering 
what  Viola's  friend  suffered  from  concealment, 
she  saved  the  damask  of  her  cheek,  and  intimated 
to  the  gentleman  the  state  of  her  affections.  In 
reply,  poor  R — —  candidly  confided  his  situa- 
tion to  the  lady.  He  had  wooed  and  won  the 
only  woman  he  loved,  and  the  next  Monday 
would  bless  him  with  her  hand. 

Harriette  M was  handsome,  self-willed, 

rich,  and  proud  as  Lucifer.     R ,  in  fortune 

was  her  equal,  but  in  birth,  a  caste  below. 
The  circumstance,  however,  that  embittered  her 
rejection — and  if  rejection  be  humiliating  to  a 
man,  how  fearfully  must  it  agonize  a  woman 
who,  perverting  conventional  usages,  sues  when 
she  should  be  sought — supplicates  what  she 
should  conceal,  and  is  rejected  ? 

"  Heaven  has  no  rage  like  love  to  hatred  turned. 
Nor  hell  a  fury  like  a  woman  spurned." 

And  for  whom  had  her  hand  and  fortune  been 
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declined  ?  The  daughter  of  a  viUage  curate ; 
rich  ill  nothing  but  youth,  and  innocence,  and 
beauty. 

The  devil  never  prompts  a  delinquency,  that 
he  does  not  manage  to  supply  a  tool.  George 
Pemberton  was  Harriette's  kinsman,  a  lieutenant 
in  the  — th,  wretchedly  poor,  and  his  regiment  an 
expensive  one.  His  manners  were  assuming; 
and,  with  an  empty  purse,  how  many  slights 
will  an  ill-tempered  individual  experience,  should 
he  have  the  misfortune  of  being  gazetted  to  a 
crack  corps  ?  George  Pemberton  was  returning, 
on  leave  between  returns,  to  raise  a  small  sum  of 
money;  or,  failing,  to  sell  out;  and  he  found 
his  cousin  Harriette  all  alone,  five  minutes  after 

the Chronicle  had  been  received,  detailing, 

in  glowing  language,  the  beauty  of  the  bride, 
as  being  in  perfect  keeping  with  that  of  the 
handsomest  man  who,  for  years,  had  sworn  con- 
jugal   allegiance    at   the   altar.     "  The    happy 

couple,"  the  paper  added,  "  had  gone  to 

to  spend  the  honeymoon." 

In  such  frames  of  mind,  and  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, the  cousins  met.  Pemberton,  in 
right  of  his  relationship,  would  have  saluted  his 
fair  kinswoman ;  but  she  drew  her  face  away. 
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and,  looking  contemptuously  at  his   short  and 
shapeless  person,  coolly  observed — 

"  Palm  to  palm  must  do,  George  ;  for,  i'  faith ! 
you  are  too  ugly  even  for  a  cousin  to  kiss  !" 

"  As  handsome  and  as  insolent  as  ever  !  Why, 
HaiTiette,  I  expected  to  have  seen  a  willow 
wreath  and  palHd  cheek.  You  bear  your  throw- 
over  patiently." 

The  lady's  brows  contracted,  and  she  haugh- 
tily waved  her  hand. 

"  Enough  !  no  more  of  this.  I  know  your 
business  here.  You  want  two  hundred  pounds, 
and  my  father  will  not  advance  as  many  pence, 
were  it  to  save  your  neck,  and  not  your  commis- 
sion." 

"  Then  I  must  send  in  my  papers,  and  leave 
the  — th." 

"  Unless  some  fool  is  found  who  wdll  lend 
money  to  a  gentleman,  who,  on  six  shillings 
a-day,  keeps  two  hunters!"  observed  the 
lady. 

Pemberton  looked  sulky  and  displeased. 

"  Nay,  George,  on  my  conscience,  thou  art 
ill-favoured  enough,  without  knitting  those  beetle- 
brows  together.  I  have  the  money.  Would 
you  earn  it?" 

"I    would   go  to  the  devil,"  was  the  reply, 
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"  rather  than  quit  the  — th  from  sheer  poverty. 
What  shall  I  do  ?" 

She  turned  her  dark  and  lightning  eyes  on  his, 
and,  after  a  pause  of  half  a  minute,  pointed 
with  her  finger  to  the  paragraph  wliich  announced 
the  hated  marriage.  Then,  dropping  her  voice 
to  an  emphatic  whisper,  she  laid  her  lips  close 
to  her  kinsman's  ear — 

"  Read  ! — Spoil  me  that  honeymoon — the 
money's  thine  !" 

And  without  waiting  a  reply,  she  hurried  to 
her  own  apartment. 

Never  did  the  arch-enemy  of  man  select  a 
better  agent  than  George  Pemberton.  To  a 
currish  temper,  he  united  a  sufficiency  of  animal 
courage  to  make  him  dangerous ;  and  secret 
influences,  with  which  his  revengeful  kinswoman 
was  totally  unacquainted,  fitted  him  for  the  task. 
He  knew  that  his  retirement  from  a  regiment, 
officered  by  men  of  property,  and  to  whom  he 
had  made  himself  obnoxious  by  the  idle  attempt 
of  veiling  poverty  under  insolence,  would  be  felt 
a  triumph.  But  deadlier  feelings  towards  the 
husband  of  Lucy  Meadows,  urged  him  on  to 
vengeance.  He  had  secretly,  but  passionately 
loved  her ;  and  she  had  neither  tact  nor  pru- 
dence to  conceal  a  personal  dislike,  amounting 
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to  aversion.  Keeping  in  the  back-ground  the  real 
causes  which  induced  him  to  attempt  the  Hfe  of 
one  against  whom  he  could  plead  no  injury,  an 
alleged  slight  to  his  fair  cousin  would  form  "  a 
very  pretty  quarrel,"  and  with  a  congenial  spirit 
as  demoniac  as  his  own,  he  set  off,  without 
delay,  to  the  retired  watering-place,  where  the 
handsomest  and  happiest  pair  that  Connaught 
could  produce,  were,  in  their  own  belief,  enter- 
ing on  an  elysian  existence. 

The  barbarous  punctilio  of  the  times — pro- 
vided a  man  could  boast  gentle  lineage — almost 
prohibited  a  refusal  to  his  call  for  satisfaction, 
no  matter  how  flimsy  the  pretext  might  be,  under 
which  he  demanded  a  hostile  meeting,  and 
Pemberton  availed  himself  of  it. 

It  was  evening.     R, had  been  engaged  in 

answering  congratulatory  letters,  and  had  pro- 
ceeded with  his  billets  to  the  post.  Lucy  watched 
him  from  the  inn-window,  and  thought  her 
husband  never  looked  so  handsome  as  when,  in 
turning  the  corner,  he  smiled  and  kissed  his 
hand.  She  gazed  at  the  sun,  sinking  gloriously 
in  the  far  west,  and  in  a  flood  of  gold  hiding  his 
broad  disc  in  the  boundless  waters  of  the 
Atlantic.  Alas  !  she  little  dreamed,  poor  girl, 
that 
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"  The  moon  that  rose 
Aud  promised  rapture  iu  the  close," 

was  fated  to  usher  in  a  night,  on  whose  deep, 
deep  darkness  a  ray  of  hope  should  never  break 
again. 

Pemberton   and  his  companion  waylaid  their 

intended  victim  ;    but  R felt  himself  too 

blessed  with  Lucy  to  risk  aught  that  could  in- 
terrupt his  happiness.  Against  the  imputed 
offence,  he  temperately  remonstrated,  and  re- 
pudiated all  intention  of  wounding  the  feelings 
of  the  lady,  whose  imaginaiy  wrongs  were  made 
the  basis  to  rest  a  quarrel  on.  A  meeting  he 
declined ;  at  least  until  he  could  send  for  and 
consult  a  friend.  From  insolence,  Pemberton 
proceeded  to   verbal,   and   at   last   to   personal 

insult.     R 's  was  a  brave  and  manly  spirit. 

Good  Heaven !  to  feel  the  ruffian's  whip  upon 
his  shoulders,  and  not  resent  the  outrage  !  His 
temper  yielded ;  he  longed  to  wipe  disgrace 
away  in  blood.  He  urged  delay  no  longer; 
demanded  instant  satisfaction ;  hurried  into  the 
inn  garden,  and,  within  ten  minutes  from  the 
time  he  waved  a  passing — little   did  he  fancy  it 

a  last — adieu,  R was  stretched,  in  death, 

upon  the  bowling-green ! 

What  Lucy  suffered  may  be  readily  conceived. 


1 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  235 

Human  misery  could  not  go  farther :  in  one 
sheer  plunge,  to  reach,  from  the  very  pinnacle  of 
mortal  happiness,  the  darkest  abyss  of  despair. 
The  imagination  must  fill  out  what  fancy  cannot 
pencil. 

And  how  did  she  feel  —  she,  that  guilty 
woman,  when 

"  The  ruin  that  her  rashness  wrought" 

was  told  her  ? 

Before  her  emissary  had  accomplished  half  his 
journey,  Harriette's  better  feelings  had  regained 
ascendancy,  and,  when  too  late,  she  would  have 
given  thousands  to  have  recalled  her  hireling 
kinsman.  In  charity,  we  will  hope  that  her 
wounded  pride  sought  vengeance  short  of  des- 
truction. Indeed,  the  effect  of  the  sad  intelh- 
gence,  when  it  arrived,  would  go  far  to  prove 
that  such  was  the  case.  She  was  convulsed, 
fevered,  delirious  for  two  months  after,  and 
recovered  strength  only  by  the  loss  of  reason ; 
and  in  a  few  years  after  closed  her  wretched 
existence  in  an  asylum. 

I  often  called  to  memory  the  truth  of  Father 
Malachi's  duelling  deductions — for  the  finale  to 
the  careers  of  Messieurs  Andrews  and  Pemberton, 
proved  them  correct  to  the  letter.  Both  died 
violent  but  inglorious  deaths. 
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Frank  Andrews,  some  half  dozen  years  after 
he  had  placed  the  house  of  Shive-na-garrew  in 
mourning,  repaired  to  the  metropolis  on  business. 
The  evening  he  arrived  in  Dublin,  he  contrived 
to  fasten  a  quarrel  on  a  linendraper,  whose  sister 
he  had  insulted  at  the  theatre,  and  hurried  the 
devoted  tradesman  by  the  first  dawn  of  day  to 
"  the  twelve  acres."*  The  hour  of  retribution 
had  come — for  a  man  whose  hand  never  clasped 
before  a  deadlier  implement  than  a  cloth-yard, 
contrived  to  pop,  par  accident,  a  quarter  of  an 
ounce  of  lead  into  the  pericardium  of  Mr.  Francis 
Andrews. 

Well,  though  he  fell  in  the  lap  of  honour,  still, 
the  artiste  who  sped  him  was  a  linendraper; 
that  was  certainly  a  sad  drawback ;  but,  if  Mr. 
Andrews'  exit  was  not  the  thing,  Mr.  Pemberton's 
was  even  less  distingue. 

Never  had  homicide,  by  permission  of  Irish 
gentlemen,  promised  more  satisfactory  results  to 
its  perpetrator.  The  transmission  of  Harriette 
and  her  father — the  former  to  a  madhouse,  and 
the  latter  to  a  grave — occurred  within  the  month, 
and,  as  heir-at-law,  Mr.  George  Pemberton 
succeeded  to  the  management  of  the  estates  and 

*  A  division  of  the  Pboenix   Park,   where  duels   have  been 
fought  by  the  hundred. 
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custody  of  the  lunatic.  Mr.  Pemberton  deter- 
mined that  during  his  hfe  his  fair  cousin  should 
continue  in  seclusion,  and  fate  gave  a  kind  con- 
sent. 

It  was  a  grey  autumnal  evening,  when  Pem- 
berton, who  had  taken  formal  possession  of  his 
uncle's  house,  was  carrying  two  strangers  home 
to  supper,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made  that 

morning  at  the  fair  of  town.     It  may  be 

here  necessary  to  remark,   that    R had   a 

natural  brother,  to  whom  he  had  been  generous 
and  kind,  and  who  had  been  often  overheard 
vowing  eternal  vengeance  on  the  destroyer  of  his 
kinsman.  He  took  his  mother's  name — was 
called  William  Halligan,  but,  by  the  country 
people,  was  better  known  by  the  sobriquet  of 
Liaume   Vaddagh."^     Eight  months  had  elapsed 

since   R was    killed   by    Pemberton,    and 

people  began  to  say  that  "  George  was  safely 
seated  in  his  saddle."  To  this  opinion  others 
dissented.  "  Liaume  Vaddagh,"  before  his  kins- 
man's death,  had  been  held  in  light  estimation. 
He  drank  freely,  headed  faction-fights,  and,  more 
than  once,  had  been  hinted  at  in  chapel  as  a  gay 
deceiver.     But  a  marvellous    change    since  his 


'O" 


*  Anfflice—'ltong  William. 
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brother's  death  had  come  over  this  wild  youth — 
whiskey  never  passed  his  lips — no  inducement, 
at  fair  or  market,  could  rank  him  in  a  faction- 
fight, — his  youthful  compeers  declared  he  was 
bewitched, — but  older  men  shook  their  heads, 
and  hinted  that  Liaume  Vaddagh,  under  a  quiet 
exterior,  was  "  fuller  of  mischief  than  a  loaded 
blunderbuss."  The  old  folks  were  right,  for 
"  Long  William  "  only  bode  his  time,  like  the  red 
Kirkpatrick,  to  "  strike  sicker." 

Pemberton,  although  several  monitory  hints 
were  given  him,  remained  in  false  security :  and 
yet  there  were  times  that  the  altered  habits  of 
this  wild  young  man,  when  coupled  with  his 
omnipresence  in  fair  or  market,  or  wherever  else 
the  place  he  frequented  might  be,  went  some 
length  in  creating  suspicion  in  the  mind  of  Pem- 
berton. At  the  fair,  on  this  day,  he  encountered 
"Long  WiUiam"  more  than  once,  and  so  did 
others,  who  noticed  to  each  other  a  change 
equally  remarkable  in  his  habits  and  appear- 
ance. 

Liaume  Vaddagh  had  hitherto  worn  the  deepest 
mourning,  and  avoided  spirits  as  he  would  poison. 
On  this  day  his  sables  were  discarded,  and  he 
was  gaily  dressed  !  while,  with  his  "  inky  "  gar- 
ments,   his    unsocial   habits    appeared   to   have 
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departed.  He  drank  deep  to  his  brother's 
memory,  mentionmg  that  this  was  the  birthday 
of  the  deceased. 

One  other  circumstance  requires  a  passing 
notice.  Lucy  had  frequently  requested  that 
"  Long  Wilham"  would  come  to  see  her,  aware 
how  strong  the  attachment  was  which  had 
existed  between  her  murdered  husband  and  his 
wild  half-brother.  To  every  invitation  the  same 
answer  was  gratefully  returned—"  He  would 
dutifully  wait  upon  her,  when  his  vow  should 
be  accomplished," — what  the  vow  was  none 
knew. 

When  evening  came,  and  Mr.  Pemberton  had 
ordered  his  horses  to  the  inn  door,  Liaume  Vad- 
dagh  was  seen,  wrapped  in  his  cota-more,  riding 
briskly  from  the  market-town.  The  distance  to 
reach  the  principal  entrance  to  the  park,  would 
require  a  detour  of  at  least  two  miles,  while  a 
back  gate  opened  upon  the  road  that  William 
took.  There  was  no  lodge,  but  Liaume  Vad- 
dagh  was  seen  to  gain  admission  by  a  key,  and 
carefully  lock  the  gate  afterwards.  The  scene 
that  followed  was  thus  described  by  one  of  the 
strangers. 

On  reaching  the  back  entrance  of  the  park, 
Mr.   Pemberton  unlocked  the  gate,  and  when 
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he  had  again  secured  it,  he  turned  to  his  guests, 
and  bade  them  a  courteous  welcome. 

"  This  is  the  first  time  I  have  had  the  honour, 
gentlemen,  to  receive  you  at  Mount  Hazle — 
May  I  hope  it  w\\\  not  be  the  last  ?"  The 
strangers  bowed ;  while  a  voice,  that  seemed  an 
echo,  repeated  in  hollow  and  distinct  tones 
"  the  last  /"  A  gun  exploded — Mr,  Pemberton 
staggered  and  fell — the  strangers'  horses  went 
off  at  speed — one  rider  managed  to  keep  his 
saddle,  while  the  other  was  roughly  dismounted. 
The  fallen  horseman  rolled  into  the  ditch,  and 
there,  in  mortal  agony,  he  viewed  the  denouement 
of  the  tragedy. 

A  tall  man,  wrapped  in  a  frieze  great-coat, 
stepped  leisiu-ely  from  the  back  of  the  hedge, 
and  quietly  approached  the  body.  He  looked 
for  a  moment  at  the  glassy  eye,  and  bloodless 
hps.  "One  barrel  did  the  business!"  he  mut- 
tered, and  laid  the  gun,  in  a  slanting  direction, 
across  the  corpse.  Then  taking  a  written  paper 
from  his  pocket,  he  affixed  it  to  the  dead  man's 
breast.  All  was  methodically  done  ;  a  pin 
secured  every  corner  of  the  placard,  and  these 
pins  were  placed  carefully  in  the  cuff  of  the 
muderer's  cota-more.  That  done,  he  coolly  re- 
loaded   the    discharged    barrel.     The   stranger 
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remarked  that  the  gun  had  been  prepared  for 
concealment  and  assassination,  for  the  barrels 
had  been  shortened  by  a  foot.  The  murderer 
gazed  on  the  dead  body  for  a  minute,  but  his  hand 
never  approached  the  pockets  of  his  victim, 
except  when  he  drew  a  gold  watch  from  the  fob, 
muttered  it  was  "  half-past  seven,"  and  cauti- 
ously returned  the  time-piece.  The  murder 
being  done  to  his  satisfaction,  he  led  a  horse  into 
the  avenue,  unlocked  and  refastened  the  gate, 
and  rode  off  leisurely.  Half-dead  with  fear,  the 
stranger  listened  to  the  retiring  horse-tramps, 
and  crept  cautiously  from  the  ditch.  He  shud- 
dered as  he  looked  at  the  body,  for,  on  the 
breast  of  the  dead  man,  a  paper,  written  in  bold 
characters,   bore  the  single  sentence  of  "  blood 

FOR  BLOOD  !" 


Lucy  R ,  in  widow's  weeds,  was  sitting 

in  her  drawing-room ;  the  gloom  of  twilight 
accorded  with  her  "  soul's  sadness ;"  for  the 
period  was  approaching,  when  a  being,  orphaned 
long  before  it  saw  the  light,  was  to  claim  a 
mother's  care.  Her  past  was  frightful  to  recall, 
her  future   fearful  to   look  forward  to.     What 
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sliould  she  be  were  her  hour  of  trial  safely  over  ? 
A  widowed  mother  at  twenty !  AVrapped  in 
sombre  meditation,  she  did  not  hear  the  opening 
door,  until,  moving  across  the  light,  a  tall  figure 
arrested  her  attention,  when  standing  within 
two  yards. 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  demanded  the  startled 
mourner. 

"  William  Halligan,  lady,  come  to  bid  you  an 
eternal  farewell !"  A  deep  low  voice  res- 
ponded— 

"  Brother  of  him  in  whom  every  feeling  of 
this  young  heart  was  centred,  and  ever  will  be, 
I  will  give  you  a  widow's  welcome — sit  down, 
William." 

"  Lady,  I  dare  not,  for  time  is  precious." 
"  How  often  have  I  sent  for  you,  William  !" 
"  And  think  you,  lady,  that  a  whisper  from 
you  would  not  have  brought  me  here  at  mid- 
night ?  Bound,  however,  by  a  secret  vow,  I. 
dared  not  see  you,  until  I  came  to-night  to  say 
farewell." 

"  Where  are  you  going,  William  ?" 
"  That  Heaven  and  accident  only  can  decide. 
The  money,  which  he  whom   we  both  lament 
bequeathed  me,  was,  months  ago,  transmitted  to 
America,  and  there  I  sail  to  claim  it." 
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"  I  need  protection,  William.  That  hardened 
wretch — he  who  robbed  me  of  my  husband, 
rode  past  my  window  yesterday." 

"  He  will  never  repeat  the  offence,"  returned 
Long  William  calmly.  "  But  time  hurries  for- 
ward, and  upon  a  few  minutes,  with  me,  life  and 
death  may  depend.  Should  the  promised  infant 
be  a  boy,  give  him  this,  as  a  dear  memento," 
and  he  took  a  gun  from  beneath  his  great  coat, 
and  laid  it  on  the  table — "  Tell  him  that  a  cross 
is  filed  deeply  in  the  barrel  that  sped — " 

"Whom — in  the  name  of  Heaven?"  ex- 
claimed the  lady,  in  alarm. 

"  The  slayer  of  his  father !  And  now,  farewell, 
for  ever  !" 

He  fell  upon  his  knees,  caught  the  lady's  hand 
in  his,  and  covered  it  with  kisses.  A  low  shrill 
whistle  was  heard  beneath  the  window. 

"  It  is  the  signal.  May  Heaven  bless  and 
comfort  you  !     Lady,  farewell,  for  ever !" 

Before  the  words  were  heard  distinctly,  he 
vanished  as  he  entered.  All  knew  that  the 
homicide  of  George  Pemberton  was  Liaume 
Vaddagh,  and,  in  a  wild  community 

"With  whom  reveuge  is  virtue," 

his  memory  is  still  handed  down  as  one  who  did 
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"  the  state  some  service."  He  sought  the  back- 
woods of  the  ininois,  led  a  hunter's  life,  and  died 
in  an  Indian  wigwam. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  add,  that  the  family  of 
the  unscrupulous  duellist  have  been  extinct  for 
thirty  years,  while  the  descendant  of  the  victim- 
ized bridegroom  is  prosperous  in  worldly  circum- 
stances. 

The  circumstances  under  which  I  witnessed 
this  fatal  encounter  were  purely  accidental.  I 
had  been  stopping  at  the  same  inn  where  poor 
R  — —  was  passing  his  honeymoon,  and  had 
often  admired  a  couple,  whom  nature,  it  would 
seem,  had  created  for  each  other.  The  evening: 
when  the  wicked  deed  took  place — for  Pember- 

ton's  friend    gave    a  false  signal,   and    R 

was  shot  before  he  raised  his  pistol — I  was  in 
my  bed-room,  making  a  trifling  change  in  my 
toilet,  preparatory  to  an  excursion  along  the 
cliff's,  when  without  the  customary  knock  upon 
the  door,  in  rushed  the  chambermaid — 

"Sir!  sir!"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of  wild 
alarm  ;  "'  run  down  stairs,  for  God's  sake  ! 
They're  going  to  shoot  the  handsome  gentle- 
man ! 

Before  I  could  ask  a  question,  or  comprehend 
what   the    frightened    gui  meant,    pop   went  a 
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pistol  in  the  garden.  I  jumped  to  the  window 
— it  overlooked  the  bowHng-green — and  there, 
upheld  by  the  gardener  and  a  boy,  I  saw  a  gen- 
tleman in  the  agonies  of  death.  Half  undressed, 
I  hurried  down  stairs,  and  saw  the  two  men 
mount  their  horses  and  ride  coolly  from  the 
yard ;    arjd,.   on   reaching   the   scene   of  action 

found  that,  with  poor  R ,   suffering  was  at 

an  end,  and  life  was  extinct. 

Thirty  years  after  the  sad  event,  I  was  march- 
ing a  wing  of  the  — d  through  Johnstown,  where 
we  were  to  halt  for  the  night,  when  I  received  a 
visit  from  the  squire,  to  invite  me  to  dinner,  and 
offer  me  a  bed.  Both  were  willingly  accepted  ; 
for  the  village  hostelrie  was  ill-kept  and  sadly 
over- crowded.  On  inquiry,  I  found  that  the 
gentleman  to  whose  hospitality  I  was  about  to  be 

indebted,  was  the  son  of  poor  R ,  whom  I 

had  seen  shot  at  East  Port;  and,  as  the  re- 
miniscence might  be  unpleasant,  I  kept  it  to 
myself.  I  was  most  kindly  entertained,  and 
after  supper — in  those  days  a  favourite  meal  in 
Ireland — was  conducted,  by  a  grey-haired  at- 
tendant, to  my  sleeping  chamber. 

"  Have   you   been   long   in    the   family  ?"    I 
inquired. 
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"1  have  lived  in  Johnstown  under  three 
generations." 

"  Then  you  remember  some  family  changes  in 
your  time,  John  ?" 

"  Ay,  many,"  said  the  old  man  ;  "  some  for 
the  better,  and  others  for  the  worse." 

"  You  lived  with  the  father  of  Mr.  R ?" 

"  I  lived  with  the  best  master,  and  the  hand- 
somest man  that  ever  fell  in  a  wicked  duel." 

"  I  saw  him  shot." 

The  old  man  started,  crossed  himself  de- 
voutly, and  poured  out  a  supplication  for  mercy 
to  the  departed.     "  May  I  ask  your  name,  sir?" 

I  told  it. 

"I  remember  it  well.  You  were  the  young 
officer  who  held  the  poor  master  in  your  arras, 
when  you  sent  the  gardener  and  his  boy  to  fetch 
the  doctors." 

"  I  am  that  person  ;  and  would  have  acted  as 
your  master's  second,  could  I  have  reached  the 
bowling-green  in  time.  But  they  made  short 
work  of  it." 

"Ay,  they  did  indeed,"  said  the  old  man, 
"  but  the  vengeance  of  the  Almighty  has  pur- 
sued them  hard." 

"Did  he  who^ killed  your  master  come  to  an 
untimely  end  ?"  I  demanded. 
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"  Come  into  the  next  room,   and  I  will  tell 
you,  sir." 

He  lifted  the  candles  from  the  table,  and  led 
me  into  an  adjoining  apartment.  It  seemed  a 
sort  of  private  room  or  study.  There  were  a 
couple  of  book-cases,  whose  shelves  were  to- 
lerably filled,  a  collection  of  stuffed  birds,  and  a 
glass  press  above  the  mantel-piece,  to  which, 
when  he  had  placed  the  lights  on  the  marble 
slab,  he  selected  and  applied  a  key,  and  from 
two  pegs  within,  lifted  down  an  antiquated 
weapon.  .  I  took  the  gun,  and  examined  it 
carefully.  In  its  day  it  was,  no  doubt,  held  in 
high  estimation.  The  pans  and  touch-holes 
were  bushed  with  gold,  and  the  mountings  of 
the  stock  were  elaborately  finished,  the  finishings 
being  silver.  But  the  barrels  were  shortened 
by  a  foot. 

"  Why,  John,  these  barrels  have  been  razeed. 
How  short  they  are  !" 

"  They  were  found  long  enough  to   do    the 
work  of  vengeance !"    returned    the   old   man,  ■ 
drily.     "  See  ye,  sir,  this  cross  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  the  file  has  deeply  indented  it." ' 
"  Through  that  barrel,  a  summons  to  eternity 
was  carried  to  a  ruthless  heart.     May  God  be 
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gracious  to  your  soul,  Liaume  Vaddagh !     You 
took  time  to  do  your  work,  and  did  it  well." 

The  old  man  replaced  the  weapon  on  its  pegs, 
locked  the  glass  case,  conducted  me  to  my  room, 
bade  me  "  good  night,"  and  left  me  to  sleep — 
perchance  to  dream. 
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THE  DEVIL  AND  JOHNNY  DIXOiN. 


Arnold.  Your  form  is  man's,  and  yet  you  may  be  the  devil. 

Stranger.  Unless  you  keep  company  with  him  (and  you  seem 
scarce  used  to  such  high  company)  you  can't  tell  how  he 
approaches. 

THE   DEFOKMED   TRANSFOKMED. 

T  REMEMBER  having  been  exceedingly  amused 
by  a  book  of  German  diablerie,  in  which  the 
movements  of  his  Satanic  Majesty  vrere  faithfully 
and  fashionably  chronicled.  He  had  chosen,  it 
would  appear,  for  good  and  cogent  reasons,  to 
revisit  our  earth  incognito ;  and  as  potentates 
steal  occasionally  a  glance  at  the  world  to  see 
how  things  move  in  their  ordinary  courses,  he 
too  indulged  his  princely  curiosity,  and  selon 
la  regie,  during  his  travels  assumed  a  borrowed 
title. 

I  had  business  to  transact  in  a  very  remote 
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district  of  the  kingdom  of  Connauglit,  and,  as 
some  delay  was  unavoidable,  I  threw  a  few  books 
carelessly  into  my  portmanteau.  Among  them 
the  wild  conception  of  Hoffman,  entitled  "  The 
Devil's  Elixir,"  was  included ;  and  in  the  perusal 
of  that  strange  tale  T  endeavoured  to  amuse  the 
tedium  of  as  wet  a  day  as  often  comes  in  Conne- 
mara.  Bad  as  the  morning  had  been,  the  evening 
was  infinitely  worse :  the  wind  roared  through 
the  mountains ;  the  rain  came  down  in  torrents ; 
and  every  unhappy  wayfarer  puslied  hastily  for 
the  nearest  inn. 

I  had  been  an  occupant  of  the  best  (and  only) 
parlour  of  Tim  Corrigan  during  the  preceding 
week ;  and  so  unfrequent  were  the  calls  at  his 
caravansera,  that,  like  Robinson  Crusoe,  I  could 
stroll  out  upon  the  moor,  and  proclaim  that  I 
was  absolute  over  heath  and  "hostelrie."  But, 
on  this  night,  two  travellers  were  driven  to  the 
Cock  and  Punchbowl.  They  were  bound  for  a 
fair  that  was  to  be  holden  on  the  morrow  some 
twenty  miles  off;  and,  although  anxious  to  lodge 
themselves  in  some  more  contiguous  hostel,  the 
weather  became  so  desperate,  that  by  mutual 
consent  they  abandoned  their  intention,  and 
resolved  to  ensconce  themselves  for  the  night  in 
a    double-bedded   room,   which,   fortunately   for 
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them,  happened  to  be  unoccupied  in  the  Cock 
and  PuDchbowl. 

Had  their  resolution  to  remain  been  doubtful, 
one  glance  at  tne  kitchen  fire  would  have  con- 
firmed it.  There,  a  well-conditioned  goose  was 
twisthig,  on  a  string  appended  to  the  chimney 
breast ;  while  divers  culinary  utensils  simmered 
on  the  blazing  turf,  giving  sure  indications  that 
other  adjuncts  were  to  accompany  the  bird,  and 
the  dinner  would  be  a  substantial  one.  I,  while 
taking  "mine  ease  in  mine  inn,"  had  seen  the 
travellers  arrive  ;  and,  the  door  being  ajar,  heard 
the  "  to  ride  or  not  to  ride "  debated.  That 
question  settled,  other  cares  arose. 

"  Tim,"  said  the  youngest  guest  to  the  land- 
lord, as  he  nodded  significantly  at  the  goose, 
"  I'm  hungry  as  a  hawk." 

The  host  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and,  point- 
ing to  the  "  great  chamber,"  where  I  was  seated, 
replied  in  an  under-tone,  "  There's  a  customer 
before  ye.  Master  Johnny." 

"  A  customer  ! — only  one,  Tim  ?" 

"  Sorrow  more,"  replied  the  host. 

"  Why,  the  curse  of  Cromwell  on  ye  for  a  cor- 
morant !"  said  the  traveller.  "  Three  priests, 
after  confessing  half  a  parish,  would  scarcely  de- 
molish that  wabbler.  I'll  invite  myself  to  dinner ; 
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and  if  I  be  not  in  at  the  dissection,  it  won't  be 
Johnny  Dixon's  fault." 

"  Arrah  !  the  devil  a  fear  of  that,"  returned 
the  landlord.  "  Your  modesty  nivir  stopped 
your  promotion,  Shawn  avourneen  .'"*  and  he  of 
the  Cock  and  Punchbowl  laughed  heartily  as  the 
traveller  entered  the  parlour. 

He  w^as  a  stout,  middle-sized,  foxy-headed 
fellow  of  some  six  or  eight-and-twenty.  His  face 
was  slightly  marked  with  small-pox,  and  plain, 
but  not  unpleasing.  The  expression  was  good- 
humoured  and  intelligent ;  while,  in  the  sparkle 
of  his  light  blue  eye,  there  was  a  pretty  equal 
proportion  of  mirth  and  mischief.  He  advanced 
to  me  with  perfect  nonchalance ;  nodded  as  if  he 
had  known  me  for  a  twelvemonth ;  and,  as  if 
conferring  a  compliment,  notified  with  great 
brevity  that  it  was  his  intention  to  honour  me 
with  his  company.  No  proposition  could  have 
pleased  me  better,  and  it  was  fortunate  that  I 
had  no  wish  to  remain  alone  ;  for,  I  verily  believe, 
the  traveller  had  already  made  up  his  mind, 
coute  qui  coute,  to  aid  and  assist  in  demolishing 
the  bird  that  saved  the  Capitol. 

Presently  the  hostess   announced  that  all  pre- 
parations  were   complete.     The  traveller,    who 
*  Jn^lice^John,  my  jewel. 
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had"i)een  talking  of  divers  affairs,  rural  and 
political,  suddenly  changed  the  conversation. 
"  There  was,"  he  said,  "  an  unlucky  sinner  out- 
side, who,  like  himself,  had  been  storm -stayed 
that  evening.  He  was  a  priest's  nephew,  a 
harmless  poor  devil,  whom  the  old  fellow  had 
worked  like  a  nigger,  until  one  sweet  evening  he 
smothered  himself  in  poteen-punch,  leaving  Peter 
Feaghan  a  kettleful  of  gold.  If  he,  Peter,  were 
only  let  in,  he  would  pray  for  me  during  life ; 
and,  as  to  eating,  would  be  contented  with  the 
drumsticks." 

1  laughed,  and  assented ;  and  "  Master 
Johnny  "  speedily  produced  a  soft-looking, 
bullet-headed  farmer,  who,  after  scraping  his  leg 
across  the  floor,  sat  himself  down  at  the  corner 
of  the  table. 

Dinner  came.  I,  since  I  breathed  the  keen 
air  of  Connemara,  had  felt  a  quickened  appetite ; 
but  "  Master  Johnny "  double-distanced  me 
easily  as  a  trencher-man,  and  he,  in  turn,  could 
not  hold  a  candle  to  the  nephew  of  the  defunct 
priest.  Peter  Peaghan  was  a  silent  and  a  steady 
workman,  and  I  firmly  believe  the  drumsticks 
were  regularly  skeletonised  before  the  priest's 
heir  was  disposed  to  cry,  "Hold  enough  !"  At 
last  the  cloth  was  removed  ;  and  a  quart  bottle, 
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a  basin  of  sugar,  \nth  a  jug  of  boiliug  water  of 
enormous  capacity,  were  set  down. 

"  What  an  infernal  night  it  is  !"  ejaculated  the 
younger  traveller,  as  a  gust  of  wind  drove  the  hail 
against  the  window.  "  Were  you  not  in  luck," 
he  continued,  "  that  chance  drove  two  Christian 
men,  like  Peter  and  me,  among  the  mountains  ? 
Honest  Tim  is  speechless  by  this  hour,  or  he  has 
shortened  his  allowance  greatly  since  I  was  here 
last.  No  flirting  in  the  house,  for  Mrs.  Corrigan 
is  a  Carmelite,  and  Brideen  dhu*  has  bundled 
off  with  a  peeler.^  In  short,  you  must  have  got 
drunk  in  self-defence,  and,  for  lack  of  company, 
as  I  have  often  done,  drank  one  hand  against  the 
other." 

"  Or,"  said  I,  "  diluted  the  poteen  with  a 
draught  of  '  The  Devil's  Elixir.'  " 

"  The  Devil's  Elixir !"  repeated  the  foxy- 
headed  traveller;  "and  pray  what  may  that 
be?" 

In  reply,  I  handed  him  a  volume  of  the  Prus- 
sian Counsellor  ;  he  looked  at  the  title-page  and 
read  the  motto,  "  In  that  yeare  the  Deville  was 
alsoe  scene  walking  puhliclie  on  the  streetes  of 
Berline."  Laughing  loudly,  he  turned  to  the 
priest's  heir. 

*  Anglice — Black  Biddy.  f  A  policeman. 
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"  Holy  Mary  !  had  your  poor  uncle  Paul  been 
in  town,  he  would  have  had  a  shy  at  ould  Beel- 
zebub, or  made  him  quit  the  flagway." 

"  And  who  was  Uncle  Paul  ?"  I  inquired  of  the 
stranger. 

"  What  !"  he  exclaimed,  in  manifest  astonish- 
ment, "  not  know  that  excellent  and  gifted 
cburchman, — one  before  whom  the  devil  shook 
like  a  whipped  schoolboy  ?" 

"  And  was  Mr.  Peaghan's  influence  over  him, 
sumamed  '  the  Morning  Star,'  so  extraordi- 
il.aiy  r 

"  Extraordinary  you  may  well  call  it,"  resumed 
Poxy-head.  "  The  very  mention  of  Paul's  name 
would  produce  an  ague  fit.  Many  a  set-to  they 
had— a  clear  stage  and  no  favour — and  in  all 
and  every,  the  devil  was  regidarly  floored.  There 
is  the  old  house  of  Knockbraddigan, — for  months, 
man,  woman,  or  child  could  not  close  an  eye. 
Priest,  monk,  and  friar  all  tried  their  hands  in 
vain.  Holy  water  was  expended  by  the  gallon — 
masses  said  thrice  a  week — a  saint's  finger  bor- 
rowed for  the  occasion,  and  brought  all  the  way 
from  Cork, — and  even  the  stable  lantern  had  a 
candle  in  it  blessed  by  the  bishop.  Por  all  these, 
'  Clooty '   did   not  care  a  button,  when  leather 
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Paul  toddled  in,  and  saved  the  house  and 
owner." 

" Indeed  ?" 

"  Ay  !  and  I'll  tell  you  the  particulars.  It 
was  the  year  after  the  banks  broke — times  were 
bad — tenants  racked — and  Tom  Braddigan,  like 
many  a  better  man,  poor  fellow !  was  cleaned 
out  by  the  sheriflF.  Never  was  a  shuck*  sinner 
harder  up  for  a  few  hundreds  ;  and,  to  make  a 
long  story  short,  Hoofey  came  in  the  way,  and 
Tom  '  sould  himself '  regularly.  I  never  heard 
the  sum  ;  but  it  is  said  that  it  was  a  large  figure ; 
and  that,  to  give  the  devil  his  due,  he  never 
cobbled  for  a  moment,  but  paid  a  sporting  price, 
and  came  down  like  a  man.  Well,  the  tenure- 
day  came  round ;  Clooty  was  true  to  time,  and 
claimed  his  customer ;  but  Tom  was  awake ; 
Paul  Peaghan  was  at  his  elbow,  and,  as  it 
turned  out,  Paul  proved  himself  to  be  nothing 
but  a  good  one. 

" '  Arrah  !  what  do  ye  want  here,  honest 
man  ?'  says  the  priest  to  the  devil,  opening  the 
conversation  civilly. 

"  '  No  offence,  I  suppose,'  says  the  other,  '  for 
a  body  to  look  after  his  own.' 

" '  None  in  the  world,'  replied  Pather  Paul, 

*  An  Irish  phrase,  synonymous  with  distressed. 
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answering  him  quite  politely  ;  and,  all  the  while, 
poor  Tom  shaking  like  a  Quaker. 

" '  Mr.  Braddigan,'  says  the  devil,  *  we  have  a 
long  drive  before  us,  and  the  carriage  is  waiting. 
Don't  mind  your  cota-more*  Tom ;'  and  the 
eternal  rufRan  put  his  tongue  in  his  cheek. 
'  Though  the  day's  cold,  'pon  my  conscience,  you 
shall  have  presently  an  air  of  the  fire.' 

"  '  Asy,'  says  the  priest ;  '  what  call  have  you 
to  a  Cathohc?' 

" '  A  Catholic  !'  replied  the  devil,  with  a  twist 
of  his  lip,  mimicking  Father  Paul ;  *  maybe  your 
reverence  would  tell  us  when  he  was  last  at  con- 
fession ?' 

"  At  this  the  priest  lost  temper.  '  What  the 
blazes,'  says  he,  'have  you  to  do  with  that? 
Was  there  anybody  present  at  the  bargain 
hetune-f  ye  ?' 

" '  Hell  to  the  one,'  replied  the  devil. 

"  '  Then,'  says  Father  Paul,  '  sorrow  leg  you 
would  have  to  stand  on  if  the  whole  thing  came 
before  the  barrister/ 

"  The  devil  gave  a  knowing  look,  and,  dipping 

his  hand  into  the  left  breeches-pocket,  took  out  a 

piece  of  paper,  and,  as  an  attorney  shows  the 

corner  of  a  promissory  note  to  an  unwilling  wit- 

*  Great-coat.  f  Between, 
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ness,  he  held  it  out  to  Tom,  and  asked  him  was 
it  his  hand-writing :  '  Tummas  a  Brawdeen,'* 
says  he,  in  Irish,  *  is  that  yer  fist  ?' 

"  *  There's  no  denying  it,'  says  Tom,  with  a 
shudder. 

"  '  Then   draw  on  yer   boots,  and  let  us  be 

lO'TrrinSf.' 

"  '  Asy,'  says  Father  Fcaghan.  '  Did  ye  get 
the  consideration,  Tom  ?' 

"The  devil  seemed  uncommonly  affronted. 
*  Paul  Feaghan,'  says  he,  '  I  didn't  think  you 
would  suppose  that  I  would  take  his  I.  O.  and 
not  post  the  coal !  By  my  oath,'  he. continued, 
'  and  let  him  contradict  me  if  he  can,  a  Tuam 
note  he  would  not  touch  with  the  tongs ;  and 
the  devil  a  flimsy  would  go  down  with  him,  good 
or  bad,  but  a  regular  Bank  of  Ireland  !' 

" '  Oh,  be  Jakcrs  !'  says  the  priest,  '  you're 
done,  Tom  !     Show  me  the  note.' 

"  *  Bedershin  !'  says  the  devil,  clapping  his  right 
fore-finder  on  his  nose, 

"  '  Honour  bright !'  replied  Father  Paul. 

"  'Will  ye  return  it  ?'  inquired  old  Hoofey. 

"  '  Will  a  duck  swim  ?'  says  the  priest.  '  By 
this  book,'  says  he,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  tea- 
caddy,  '  ye  shall  have  it  in  two  twos.' 

J  Anylice,  Tom  Braddigan. 
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"  '  There  it  is,  then,'  rephecl  the  other,  '  and 
make  your  best  of  it.  Come,  Tom,  there's  no 
tiinipikes  to  pay  where  you're  going  to ;  so 
on  with  your  wrap-rascal,'  pointing  to  the  cota- 
more. 

"  But  sorrow  wink  was  on  Father  Feaohan  all 
the  while.  He  examined  the  note,  and  not  a  letter 
was  wanting.  It  was  regular,  as  if  the  devil  had 
been  bound  to  an  attorney — drawn  on  a  three- 
shilling  stamp, — and,  as  he  turned  it  round  and 
round,  it  crumpled  like  singed  parchment. 

" '  You're  dished,'  ejaculated  his  reverence, 
looking  over  at  Tom. 

"  '  Murder  !  murder  !'  says  he,  as  Hoofey  held 
out  his  hand  for  the  I.  0.  U. 

'' '  Arrah  !'  says  Father  Paul,  '  do  ye  keep  your 
papers  in  a  tinder-box  ?' 

" '  They're  over  dry,  I  allow,'  replied  the 
devil ;  '  but  in  my  place  it's  hard  to  find  a  cool 
comer.' 

"  '  We'll  damp  this  one  a  little,'  says  the  priest, 
shpping  his  hand  fair  and  asy  into  a  mug  of  holy 
water,  and  splashing  half  a  pint  of  it  on  Tummas 
a  Brawdeens  note.  '  Put  that  in  yer  pocket  to 
balance  yer  pipe.' 

"  In  a  moment  tlie  devil  changed  colour.  '  Bad 
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luck  attend  ye  night  and  day,  for  a  circumventing 
villain  !'  says  he. 

"  '  Off  with  ye,  you  convicted  ruffian  !'  roared 
Father  Paul,  making  a  flourishing  +;  and  before 
Tom  Braddigan  had  time  to  bless  himself,  Clooty 
went  up  the  chimney  in  a  flash  of  fire,  leaving  the 
room  untenantable  for  a  fortnight,  from  the 
sulphur ;  and  Tummas  a  Brawdeen  sung,  for 
the  remainder  of  his  life,  '  Wasn't  that  elegantly 
done  ?'  " 

"  Nothing  could  be  better,"  said  T,  as  Red-head 
closed  his  story.  "  What  a  sensation  the  affair 
must  have  occasioned.  '  Like  angels'  visits,'  I 
presume,  the  old  gentleman's  are,  '  few  and  far 
between?'  " 

"  By  no  means,"  returned  the  stranger ;  "  there 
are  few  families  of  any  fashion  in  this  country  who 
have  not,  at  some  period  or  other,  been  favoured 
with  a  call ;  and  I  myself  was  once  honoured  by 
his  company  at  supper." 

I  stared  at  the  man  ;  but  he  bore  my  scrutiny 
without  flinching. 

"  Had  you  a  party  to  meet  his  Satanic  Ma- 
jesty ?"  I  inquired,  with  a  smile. 

"  Not  a  soul,"  replied  he.  "  We  supped  tete-a- 
tete  ;  and  a  pleasanter  fellow  never  stretched  his 
legs  beneath  a  man's  mahogany." 
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"  You  certainly  have  excited  iny  curiosity  not  a 
little,"  said  I. 

"  If  I  have,"  returned  the  foxy-headed  stranger, 
*'  I  shall  most  willingly  give  you  a  full  account  of 
our  interview. 

"  It  was  the  first  Friday  after  the  winter  fair  of 
Boyle.  I  was  returning  home  in  bad  spirits  ;  for, 
though  I  sold  my  bullocks  well,  I  had  been  regu- 
larly cleaned  out  at  loo,  and  hit  uncommonly 
hard  in  a  handicap.  For  three  nights  I  scarcely 
won  a  pool,  and  that  was  bad  enough  ;  but  to 
lose  the  best  weight-carrier  that  was  ever  lapped 
in  leather,  for  a  paltry  ten-pound  note,  and  a 
daisy-cutter  with  a  fired  leg  and  feathered  eye, 
would  make  a  saint  swear,  and  a  Quaker  kick  his 
mother. 

"  Night  had  closed  in  as  I  passed  the  cross- 
roads of  Kilmactigue,  about  two  miles  from 
home;  and  I  pulled  up  into  a  walk,  to  bring  my 
bad  bargain  cool  to  the  stable.  Just  then  I  heard 
a  horse  behind  me,  coming  on  in  a  slapping  trot ; 
and,  before  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson,  a 
strange  horseman  was  beside  me. 

"  '  Morra,*  Mistre  Dixon,'  says  he. 

"  '  Morra  to  ye,  sir,'  says  I,  turning  sharp  about 
to  see  if  I  could  know   him.     He  looked  in  the 

*  Good-morrow. 
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dim  light  a  *  top-sawyer,'  and,  as  far  as  I  could 
judge,  the  best-mounted  man  I  had  met  for  a 
month  of  Sundays.  He  appeared  to  be  dressed 
in  black  ;  his  horse  was  the  same  colour  as  his 
coat,  and  I  began  to  tax  my  memory  hard,  to 
recollect  the  place  w^here  he  and  I  had  met  be- 
fore. 

"  *  You  have  the  advantage  of  me,  sir,'  says  I. 

"  '  'Faith,  and  that's  odd  enough,'  says  he, 
'  for  you  and  I  rode  head  and  girth  together  at 
the  stag-hunt  at  Rath  gran  aher,' 

"  '  Death  and  nouns !'  says  I,  '  is  this  Mr. 
Magan  ?' 

"  '  I  believe  so,'  says  he, '  for  want  of  a  better.' 

"*Ah!  then,'  said  I,  'I'm  glad  I  met  you. 
Is  that  the  black  mare  that  carried  you  so  bril- 
liantly ?' 

"  '  The  same,'  he  replied. 

"  '  No  wonder  I  didn't  know  ye  :  you  w^ore  at 
Rathgranaher  a  hght-green  coatee,  and  now  you're 
black  as  a  bishop.' 

". '  I  buried  an  aunt  of  mine  lately,'  says  he. 

"  *  Maybe  you  could  do  as  much  for  a  friend,' 
replied  I ;  '  I  have  a  couple  at  your  service ;  and, 
as  I  pay  them  a  hundred  a  year,  I  wish  them 
often  at  the  devil.' 

"  '  I'll  make  no  objection  on  my  part,'  replied 
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Mr.  Magan.  '  But  how  far  is  it  to  Templebeg  ? 
It  will  be  late  before  1  reach  it,  I  fear.' 

"  '  It's  the  worst  road  in  Coniiaught/  said  I  : 
'  my  den  is  scarcely  a  mile  off ;  and,  if  you  are 
not  in  a  hurry,  turn  in  for  the  night,  and  you 
shall  have  a  warm  stall,  a  grilled  bone,  and  a 
hearty  welcome.' 

"  '  Never  say  it  again,'  says  Mr.  Magan  ;  and 
on  we  rode,  cheek  by  jowl,  talking  of  fairs,  horses, 
and  the  coming  election.  Lord !  nothing  came 
amiss  to  him :  he  was  up  to  everything,  from 
ecarte  to  robbing  the  mail-coach  ;  and  in  politics 
so^.knowing,  that  once  while  I  fancied  him  a 
Whig,  and  at  the  next  I  would  have  given  my 
book  oath  he  was  a  black  Orangeman. 

"  Before  we  reached  the  avenue,  I  tried  if  he 
w^ould  '  stand  a  knock.'* 

"  '  Would  you  part  with  the  mare  ?'  says  I. 

"  '  If  I  was  bid  a  sporting  price,  I  would  part 
with  my  grandmother,  if  I  had  one,'  was  the 
reply. 

"  '  What  boot  will  you  take,  and  turn  tails  ?' 
said  I. 

"  '  Neighbour,'  replied  Mr.  Magan,  '  it  must  be 
a  long  figure  that  gets  Black  Bess.  What's  that 
you're  riding  ?' 

*  A  handicap. 


264  ERIN-GO-BRAGH  j    OR, 

"  '  A  thorough-bred  four-year  old,  by  Langar, 
out  of  a  Tom  Pipes  mare  ?' 

"  '  Bedershin  !'  says  Mr.  Magan  ;  '  Tom  died 
before  you  were  born.' 

"  This  was  a  hard  hit.  Devil  a  one  of  me  knew 
how  the  horse  was  bred  ;  but,  as  he  happened  to 
be  a  chestnut,  I  thought  I  would  give  him  Langar 
for  a  sire.  Pretending  not  to  hear  the  remark,  I 
continued, 

" '  He's  uncommon  fast  up  to  twelve  stone ; 
will  take  five  feet,  coped  and  dashed,  without  a 
balk ;  and  live  the  longest  day  with  any  fox- 
hounds in  the  province.  At  three  years  old,  Peter 
Brannick  refused  fifty  for  him.' 

"  '  And  didn't  ask  a  rap  for  a  dark  eye  and  a 
ringbone,'  observed  Mr.  Magan. 

"  '  Oh  !'  says  I  to  myself,  '  Magan,  there's  no 
coming  over  ye  !'  So  I  thought  that  I  had 
better  leave  horse-flesh  alone,  and  try  if  I  could 
di*aw  him  at  a  setch  of  loo,  or  a  hand  of  five  and 
ten. 

"  With  that  we  had  ridden  into  the  yard,  and 
given  our  prads  to  the  men,  with  a  hundred 
charges  from  the  stranger  that  his  mare  should 
have  a  bran-mash  and  warm  clothing.  Well,  I 
ushered  him  into  the  parlour,  and  there  was  a 
roaring  fire,  and  the  cloth  laid  for  supper ;  for. 
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luckily  enough,  Judy  Mac  Keal  had  expected  me 
home.  Mr,  Magan  took  off  his  cota-more,  laid  his 
hat  and  whip  aside,  and  then  threw  his  eyes  over 
the  apartment. 

"  '  Mona  mon  diaoul  .''*  says  he,  *  if  there's  a 
snugger  hunting  box  between  Birr  and  Bantry.' 

"  '  Oh  !'.  said  I,  '  the  cabin's  well  enough  for  a 
loose  lad  like  me.  Everything  here  is  rough  and 
ready ;  and,  as  it's  a  bachelor's  shop,  you  must 
make  allowances.' 

"  '  Arrah  !  nabocklish  If  I'm  a  single  man 
myself,  and  it's  wonderful  how  well  I  get  my 
health,  and  manage  with  a  housekeeper.  By  the 
by,'  and  he  lo'oked  knowing  as  a  jailer,  '  is  Judy 
Mac  Keal  with  you  still  ?' 

"  '  And  what  do  you  know  about  Judy, 
neighbour,'  says  I. 

"  '  Don't  be  offended,'  replied  he.  '  The  boys 
were  joking  after  supper  at  Dinny  Balfe's  ;  and 
Maurice  Ffrench  named  her  for  face  and  figure, 
against  any  mentioned,  for  a  pony/ 

"  '  Ffrench  is  a  fool !'  I  replied.  '  But  as  you 
know  Judy  already,  we'll  ring,  and  see  if  there's 
any  chance  of  supper.* 

"She  answered  the  bell;  told  us  the  ducks 
weie  at  the  fire,  and  that  in  half  an  hour  all 

*  An  Irish  imprecation.  f  Be  quiet. 

VOL.    II.  N 
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would  be  ready.  AVhen  she  went  away,  Magan 
swore  she  was  the  best  looking  trout  he  had  laid 
eyes  on  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  and,  spying  out  a 
pack  of  cards  upon  the  chiumey-piece,  proposed 
that  we  should  kill  time  with  a  game  of  hookey 
or  lansquenet. 

"  It  was  the  very  thing  I  wanted ;  but  I  took 
the  offer  indifferently, 

"  '  Egad  !  I'm  afraid  of  you,'  says  I,  as  I  laid 
the  pack  upon  the  table-cloth.  He  cut  the 
cards. 

"  '  The  deal  is  yours.  What  an  infernal  ass  I 
am  to  touch  paper,'  says  he,  and  kissing  the 
knave  of  clubs,  '  By  this  book,  I'm  such  an 
unlucky  devil,  that  I  verily  believe,  had  my  father 
bound  me  to  a  hatter,  men  would  be  born  with- 
out heads.  Come,  down  with  the  dust !'  and  he 
pulled  from  his  breast-pocket  a  parcel  of  notes  as 
thick  as  an  almanac.  They  were  chiefly  fives 
and  tens ;  and  when  I  remarked  them  all  the 
black  bank,*  I  set  him  down  a  Northman. 

"  We  played  at  first  tolerably  even ;  but,  by 
the  time  supper  was  served,  I  found  myself  a 
winner  of  twenty  pounds.  This  was  a  good 
beginning;  and  I  determined  to  continue  my 
good  luck,  and,  if  I  could,  do  Mr.  Magan  brown. 
*  One  of  the  Belfast  banks  is  thus  named. 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  267 

"  Down  we  sat ;  my  friend  had  an  excellent 
appetite,  and  finished  a  duck  to  his  ow^n  share. 
We  drank  a  bottle  of  sherry  in  double-quick,  got 
the  cards  again,  and  called  for  tumblers  and  hot 
water. 

"  Judy  brought  in  the  materials,  and  Mr. 
Magan  began  to  quiz  her. 

"  '  Arrah  !  Miss  Mac  Keal,'  says  he,  '  will  ye 
come  and  keep  house  for  me,  and  I'll  double 
your  wages  ?' 

"  '  And  where  do  ye  live  ?'  replied  she. 

"  '  Down  in  the  North,'  returned  Magan  ; 
'  and  I  have  as  nate  a  place,  ay,  and  as  warm  a 
house  as  ever  you  laid  a  foot  in !' 

"  *  Have  done  with  your  joking,'  says  Judy, 
'  and  go  home  to  your  own  dacent  wife.' 

"  '  I  have  her  yet  to  look  for,'  replied  he. 

"  '  Devil  have  the  liars,'  says  Judy. 

"  'Ah,  then,  amen!'  said  Magan. 

"  '  I  wouldn't  believe  ye,'  continued  she,  '  if 
you  kissed  the  vestment  on  it.' 

"  '  Liggum  Lathe,'*  says  he. 

"  'Why,  what  good  Irish  you  have  for  a 
Northman  !'  replied  Judy. 

"  'My  mother  was  a  Munster  woman,'  says 
Mr.  Magan. 

*  Ang-lice,  Have  it  your  own  way. 
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*'  '  Is  she  alive  ?'  inquired  she. 

"  '  Dead  as  Cleopatra,'  he  said,  with  a  laugh  ; 
and  Judy  afterwards  remarked,  '  she  knew  he  was 
a  rascal,  or  he  would  have  added,  '  God  rest  her 
soul !' 

"  When  the  housekeeper  disappeared,  the 
stranger  filled  a  bumper.  '  Egad !'  thought  I, 
'  I'll  try  him  now,  whether  he  be  radical  or  true- 
blue  ;'  and,  lifting  up  the  tumbler,  I  proposed, 
*  The  glorious,  pious,  and  immortal  memory — ' 

"  '  Of  the  great  and  good  King  Wilham,'  says 
he,  taking  the  word  out  of  my  mouth. 

"  '  Who  freed  us  from  the  Pope  and  Popery, 
knavery,  slavery — ' 

"  '  Brass  money,  and  wooden  shoes,'  returned 
the  Northman. 

"  '  May  he  who  would  not,  on  bare  and  bended 
knee,  drink  this  toast,  be  rammed,  crammed — ' 

"  '  And  damned !'  roared  Magan,  as  if  the 
sentiment  came  from  his  very  heart.  'Here's 
the  Pope  in  the  pillory,  and  the  Devil  pelting 
priests  at  him !'  cried  the  Northman ;  and  with 
a  laugh,  off  went  the  bumpers,  and  we  commenced 
the  cards  anew. 

"  Well,  sir,  that  night  I  had  the  luck  of  thou- 
sands. The  black  bank  notes  came  over  the 
table-cloth  by  the  dozen ;  and,  as  the  Northman 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  269 

lost  his  money,  his  temper  went  along  with  it. 
He  cursed  the  cards  and  their  maker  ;  swore  he 
would  book  himself*  against  bones  and  paper  for 
a  twelvemonth  ;  made  tumbler  after  tumbler ; 
and,  as  he  drank  them  boiling  from  the  kettle,  I 
wondered  how  he  could  swallow  poteen-punch 
hot  enough  to  scald  a  pig. 

"  '  Come,'  says  he  in  a  rage,  '  1  see  how  the 
thing  will  end  ;  and  the  sooner  1  am  cleaned  out 
the  better.  Instead  of  a  beggarly  flimsy,  fork  out 
a  five-pound  note.' 

"  *  With  all  my  heart !'  replied  I. 

"  '  Curse  of  Cromwell  attend  upon  all  shoe- 
makers !'  ejaculated  Mr.  Magan,  with  a  grin. 

"  '  Arrah !  what's  vexing  ye  now  ?'  says  I, 
pulling  the  third  five-pounder  across  the  cloth. 

"  '  Everything  !'  returned  he ;  '  I  have  the  worst 
of  luck,  a  tight  boot,  and  a  bad  corn.' 

"  '  I'll  get  ye  slippers  in  a  shake.' 

"  '  Mind  your  cards,'  says  he,  rather  cross ; 
'  there's  nobody  here  but  ourselves,  and  I'll  pull  off" 
my  boot  quietly  under  the  table !' 

"  He  did  so  :  we  continued  play  ;  and  though 
he  lost  ahead,  he  recovered  his  temper,  and 
seemed  to  bear  it  like  a  gentleman.  It  was 
quite  clear  that  the  boot  had  made  him  cranky. 

*  Take  his  oath. 
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No  wonder;  an  angry  corn  and  tight  shoe  would 
try  the  patience  of  a  bride. 

"  Well,  the  last  of  his  bundle  of  bank-notes 
was  in  due  course  transferred  to  me,  and  I  fancied 
1  had  him  *  polished  off ;'  but,  dipping  his  hand 
into  his  big-coat  pocket,  he  produced  a  green  silk 
purse,  half  a  yard  long,  and  stuffed,  apparently, 
Mdth  sovereigns.  I  lighted  a  cigar,  and  offered 
him  another,  but  he  declined  it ;  and,  after  grop- 
ing his  cota-more  for  half  a  minute,  produced  a 
dudheen*  which  he  hghted  at  the  candle.  I 
have  smoked  tobacco  these  ten  years, — Persian 
or  pigtail  were  all  the  same  to  me ; — but  the  first 
whiff  of  Magan's  pipe  I  thought  would  have 
smothered  me  on  the  spot, 

"  '  Holy  Bridget !'  says  I,  gasping  for  breath. 
'  Arrah  !  what  stuff  is  that  you're  blowing?' 

"  *  It's  rather  strong,'  says  he,  '  but  beautiful 
when  you're  used  to  it.  Cut  the  cards ;  and,  as 
they  say  in  Connaught,  '  if  money  stands,  luck 
may  turn.' 

"  Just  then  Judy  came  in  to  ask  Mr.  Magan 
if  he  would  have  a  second  pair  of  blankets  on  his 
bed. 

"  '  Will  you  come  with  me  ?'  says  he,  putting 
his  arm  round  her  jokingly. 

*  Anglice,  A  short  pipe. 
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''  *  God  take  ye,  if  possible  !'  cried  Judy : 
'  pheaks  !  ye'r  not  over  well,  honest  man,  for 
your  hand's  in  a  fever.' 

"  '  It's  the  liker  my  heart,  Judy,'  and  he  gave 
her  a  coaxing  smile. 

"  Sorrow  one  of  me  hked  his  making  so  free. 
'  Go  on  with  your  game,'  says  I,  '  and  don't  be 
putting  your  comether*  over  my  housekeeper.' 

"  At  the  moment  a  horse-tramp  was  heard  in 
the  yard,  and  Judy  ran  to  the  window. 

"  'Who's  that?'  says  I.  'Devil  welcome  him 
whoever  he  is ;'  for  I  thought  he  would  interrupt 
us. 

"  '  It's  a  short  man  on  a  grey  pony,'  says 
Judy,  '  with  a  big  blue  cloak  about  him.' 

"  '  Phew  !'  and  I  whistled.  '  It's  Father  Paul 
Feaghan.' 

"  '  Father  Paul !'  ejaculated  Mr.  Magan,  turn- 
ing pale  as  a  shirt-frill,  and  dropping  the  dudheen 
on  the  floor. 

"  '  Oh,  death  and  nouns !  the  carpet  will  be 
ruined !'  roared  Judy,  plumping  down  upon  her 
knees,  and  snatching  at  the  pipe ;  but,  before  she 
reached  it,  she  gave  a  wild  scream  as  if  she  saw 
a  ghost,  and  began  blessing  herself  busily.  But 
scarcely  had  she  made  the  sign  of  the  +,  when 

*  A  phrase  expressive  of  using  the  power  of  persuasion. 
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a  thunder-clap  shook  the  lodge ;  a  blaze  Hghtened 
through  the  supper-room,  and  Mr  Magan,  taking 
with  hira  the  black  bank  notes,  and  the  hand  of 
eards  he  was  playing  with,  vanished  up  the 
chimney.  No  doubt  he  w^ould  have  taken  the 
roof  away  into  the  bargain,  had  not  Father  Paul 
been  fortunately  so  near  us." 

"  And,"  said  I,  "  did  no  other  evil  consequences 
attend  this  uidiallowed  visit  ?" 

"  Evil  consequences  !"  returned  Johnny  Dixon, 
as  he  repeated  my  words  :  "  my  stable-boy  was 
frightened  into  fits  ;  Judy  Mac  Keal  kept  her 
bed  for  a  fortniglit, — and,  rnona  mon  diaoul  I* 
thirty  shillings  did  not  pay  the  glazier, — for 
Magan — the  Lord's  curse  light  upon  him ! — 
smashed  the  windows  into  smithereens.  But  it 
growls  late,"  he  continued,  addressing  his  com- 
panion ;  "  and  you  and  I,  Peter,  must  be  up  ere 
cockcrow.  Good  night,  sir  !"  and  he  turned  to 
me.  "  Should  you  ever  meet  Mr.  Magan, — while 
you  remain  in  his  society,  never  be  persuaded,  as 
they  say  in  Mayo,  to  '  prove  agreeable,'  or  '  fight, 
flirt,  play  cards,  or  hold  a  candle.'  " 

[Note. — The  story  was  told  me  at  a  supper- 
table  by  a  Connaught  gentleman,  with  the  most 

*  Mj  soul  to  tke  devil. 
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profound  gravity  imaginable.  He,  the  hero,  be- 
lieved it  religiously  himself;  and  woe  be  to  the 
sceptic  who  gainsayed  its  authenticity. 

Poor  Johnny  lies  under  a  ton  weight  of  Con- 
nemara  marble,  Requiescat !  A  better  fellow 
never  took  six  feet  in  a  stroke,  carried  off  a  third 
bottle,  or  gave  a  job  to  the  coroner,  Requiescat ! 
Amen ,'] 


N   3 
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THE  REGATTA. 


RUN     ACROSS      CHANNEL. 


Once  more  upon  the  dark  blue  water !  It  is 
noon, — the  sun  shines  gloriously;  the  sea,  un- 
dulated by  a  sligM  swell  from  the  Atlantic,  falls 
gently  on  the  beach,  or  breaks  upon  the  beetling 
precipice  which  forms  the  headland  of  Rathmore. 
The  wind  has  almost  "  sighed  itself  to  rest," 
and,  coming  across  the  sparkling  surface  of  the 
ocean  in  partial  eddies,  ruffles  it  for  a  moment 
and  passes  on.  Fainter  and  fainter  still, — no- 
thing but  an  occasional  cat's-paw  is  visible,  far 
as  the  helmsman's  eye  can  range.  The  cutter 
has  no  longer  steerage  way  ;  the  folds  of  the 
ample  mainsail  flap  heavily  as  the  yacht  rolls  in 
the  run  of  the  tide,  which,  setting  rapidly  to  the 
eastward,  drifts  the  unmanageable  vessel  along  a 
chain  of  rocky  islands,  severed  by  some  tremen- 
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dous  convnlsion  from  the  main,  to  which  they 
had  been  originally  united. 

A  more  magnificent  and  a  more  varied  scene 
than  that  visible  from  the  yacht's  deck  could  liot 
be   imagined.     A-beam   lay   the  grey  ruins   of 
Dunluce,  lighted  up  by  a  flood  of  sunshine  ;  the 
shores  of  Portrush,   with  its  scattered  bathing- 
houses,    and  the  highlands  of  Donegal  at  the 
extreme  distance,  appeared  astern.     On  the  left 
was  an  expanse  of  ocean,  boundless,  waveless, 
beautiful ;  the  sea-gull  was  idly  resting  on  the 
surface,  the  puffin  and  the  cormorant  diving  and 
appearing    continually ;    wdiile    a   league   off   a 
man-of-war  brig,  covered  to  the  very  trucks  with 
useless  canvass,   lay  as  if  she  rode  at  anchor. 
Beyond  the  motionless  vessel,  the  Scottish  coast 
was   clearly    defined ;    the  bold  outline   of  the 
shores  of  Isla  presented  itself:  and,  half  lost  in 
the  haze,   the  cone  of  Jura  showed  yet  more 
faintly.     On    the   starboard    bow    the    Giant's 
Causeway  rose  from  the  water,  and  with  a  glass 
you  could  trace  its  unequal  surface  of  basaltic 
columns !     while    right     ahead     Bengore    and 
Rathlin  completed  this  mighty  panorama. 

Nor  was  the  cutter  from  wdiich  this  scene 
was  viewed  an  object  void  of  interest.  She  was 
a  vessel  of  some  seventy  tons,   displaying  that 
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beauty  of  build  and  equipment  for  which  modern 
yachts  are  so  remarkable.  The  low  black  hull 
was  symmetry  itself,  while  the  taunt  spars  and 
topmast  displayed  a  cloud  of  sail,  which  at  a 
short  distance  would  appear  to  require  a  bark 
of  double  the  size  to  carry.  Above  deck  every- 
thing was  simple  and  ship-shape  ;  below,  space- 
had  been  accurately  considered,  and  not  an  inch 
was  lost.  Nothing  could  surpass  the  conve- 
niency  of  the  cabins,  or  the  elegance  with  which 
the  fittings  and  furniture  were  designed. 

Four  hours  passed, — not  a  breath  of  wind 
stirred  :  a  deader  calm  I  never  witnessed.  We 
drifted  past  the  Causeway,  and,  leaving  the  dan- 
gerous rock  of  Cairickbannon  between  us  and 
the  flying  bridge  of  Carrick-a-rede,  found  our- 
selves at  five  o'clock  rolling  in  the  sound  of 
Rathlin,  with  Churchbay  and  Ballycastle  on 
either  beam. 

There  is  not  in  calm  or  storm  a  nastier  piece 
of  water  than  that  which  divides  the  island  from 
the  main.  Its  currents  are  most  rapid ;  and, 
from  the  peculiar  inequality  of  the  bottom,  in 
calms  there  is  a  heavy  and  sickening  roll,  and  in 
storms  a  cross  and  dangerous  sea.  Without  a 
leading  wind,  or  plenty  of  it,  a  vessel  finds  it 
difficult  to  stem  the  current ;  and,  in  making  the 
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attempt  with  a  light  breeze,  a  man  is  regularly 
hung  up  until  a  change  of  tide  enables  him  to 
slip  through. 

Judging   from    the    outlme    of  Rathhn,    this 
island  must  have  been  originally  disparted  from 
the  main ;  and  the  whole  bottom  of  the  sound 
evinces  volcanic  action.     Nothing  can  be  more 
broken   and   irregular  than  the    under   surface. 
At  one  cast  the  lead  rests  at  ten,  and  at  the  next 
it  reaches  thirty  fathoms.     Beneath,   all  seems 
rifted  rocks  and  endless  caverns,   and  easily  ac- 
counts for  the  short  and  bubbling  sea  that  flows 
above.     Everything  considered,   the  loss  of  hfe 
occasioned  by  the  passage  of  this  sound  is  tri- 
fling.    For  weeks  together   all   communication 
with  the   main  land  is  frequently  totally  inter- 
rupted ;  and,  until  the  weather  moderates,   the 
hardiest   islander  will  not  dare  to  venture  out. 
But  as  the  sea  seldom  gives  up  its  dead,   and 
the  furious  under-currents  sweep  them  far  from 
the  place  where  they  perished,   many  a  stranger 
has  here  met  his  doom,  and  his  fate  remained  a 
mystery  for  ever. 

Stih  the  calm  continued,  the  tide  was  nearly 
done,  and  we  had  the  comfortable  alternative  of 
anchoring  in  Churchbay  or  drifting  back  "  to 
the  place    from  whence  we  came."     It   would 
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have  vexed  a  saint,  had  there  been  one  on 
board.  Calculating  on  a  speedy  and  certain 
passage,  we  had  postponed  our  departure  till  the 
last  hour.  On  Monday  the  regatta  would  com- 
mence :  and  we  should  have  been  in  the  Clyde 
the  day  before.  A  breeze  for  half  an  hour 
would  have  carried  us  clear  of  the  tides,  and 
liberated  us  from  this  infernal  sound  ;  and  every 
man  on  board  had  whistled  for  it  in  vain. 
Dinner  was  announced,  and,  wearied  with  roll- 
ing and  flapping,  we  briskly  obeyed  the  sum- 
mons. I  paused  with  my  foot  within  the  com- 
panion :  the  master's  eye  was  turned  to  the  brig 
outside  us ;  mine  followed  in  the  same  di- 
rection. 

"  It's  coming — phew  !"  and  he  gave  a  low 
and  lengthened  whistle,  as  if  the  tardy  breeze 
required  encouragement  to  bring  it  on.  The 
light  duck  in  the  brig's  royals  fluttered  for  a 
moment,  and  then  blew  gently  out ;  the  top- 
gallant sails  filled;  presently  the  lower  canvass 
told  that  the  wind  had  reached  it.  The  vessel 
has  steerage  way  again  ;  the  breeze  steals  on, 
curling  over  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  we  too  shall  have  it. 

On  it  came :  the  short  and  lumbering  motion 
of  the  yacht  ceased  ;  she  heeled  gently  over,  and 
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the  table  swung  steadily  as  with  increasing  ve- 
locity the  vessel  displaced  the  water,  and  flung 
it  in  sparkling  sheets  from  her  bows.  Next 
minute  the  master's  voice  gave  comfortable 
assurance  from  the  skyhght — "The  breeze  was 
true,  and  before  sunset  there  would  be  plenty 
of  it." 

Those  who  prefer  the  security-  of  the  king's 
highway  to  breasting  "  the  pathless  deep,"  build 
upon  the  certainty  with  which  their  journeyings 
shall  terminate,   and  argue  that  there  is  safer 
dependence  in  trusting  to  post-horses  than  to  the 
agency  of   "  wanton  winds."     No  doubt  there 
is  ;  the  worst  delay  will  arise  from  a  lost  shoe  or 
a  broken  trace.     The  traveller  has  few  contin- 
gencies  to   dread ;  he  will  reach  the  Bear  for 
breakfast,   and  the  Lion  for  dinner;  and,  if  he 
be  a  borrower  from  the  night,  he  will  be  surely 
at  the  Swan,   his  halting-place,    ere  the  town- 
clock    has    ceased    striking    and  the  drum   has 
beaten  its   reveille.     To  me  that  very  regularity 
is  not  to  be  endiu'ed  ;  the  wheels  grate  over  the 
same  gravel  that  the  thousand  which  preceded 
them  have  pressed  before ;  the  same  hedge,  the 
same   paling    meets    the  eye ;   there  hangs   the 
well-remembered   sign ;    that    waiter   has    been 
there  these  ten  years, — ay,  the   same  laughmg 
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barmaid,    and    obsequious    boots,    and  bustling 
ostler,  all  with  a  smile  of  welcome,  cold,    me- 
chanical,  and  insincere  ;  not  even  the  novelty  of 
a  new   face   among  them, — all  rooted    to  their 
places    like    the   milestones    themselves.     Pish ! 
one  wearies  of  the  road  ;  it  has  no  danger,  no 
interest,  no  excitement.     Give  me  the  deep  blue 
water ;  its  very   insecurity  has  charms  for  me. 
Is  it  calm  ? — mark  yon  cloud-bank  in  the  south  ! 
There  is  wind  there,  for  a  thousand  !     It  comes, 
but  right  ahead.     No  matter;  my  hfe  for  it,  it 
will   shift   ere  morning.     Let  it  but  change  a 
point  or  two,  and  we  shall  lie  our  course.     It 
comes — and  fair  at  last,   and,   rushing  forward 
with  augmenting  speed,  the  gallant  vessel  dis- 
parts the  sparkling  waters,  and  the  keel  cleaves 
the   wave    that   keel   never   cleft    before ;    and 
objects  fade,    and  objects   rise,    while,    "  like  a 
thing  of  Hfe,"  the  good  ship  hurries  on.     Cold 
must  that  spirit   be   which  owns  no  elemental 
influence,   nor  feels  buoyant   as    the   bark  that 
bears  him  onward  to  his  destination  ! 

As  dinner  ended,  the  altered  motion  of  the 
yacht  announced  that  we  had  rounded  Ushet 
Point,  and  left  the  shelter  of  the  island.  We 
were  now  in  the  channel  which  separates  Rathhn 
from  the  Scotch  coast,  and  the  cutter  felt  the 
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rising  swell  as  her  sharp  bows  plunged  in  the 
wave,  and  flung  it  aside  as  if  in  scorn.  The 
hissing  noise  with  which  the  smooth  and  cop- 
pered sides  slipped  through  the  yielding  waters 
marked  our  increased  velocity.  Yet  we  ex- 
perienced little  inconvenience  ;  on  the  morocco- 
cushioned  sofa  even  a  Roman  might  have  re- 
chned  in  comfort.  To  every  movement  of  the 
yacht  the  table  gave  an  accommodating  swing : 
fragile  porcelain  and  frail  decanter  remained  there 
in  full  security ;  and,  though  the  wine-glass 
was  filled  to  the  brim,  the  rosewood  surface 
on  which  it  stood  was  unstained  by  a  single 
drop.  Human  luxury  cannot  surpass  that  which 
a  well-appointed  yacht  affords. 

When  we  left  the  cabin  for  the  deck,  a  new 
scene  and  a  now  sky  were  presented.  Evening 
was  closing  in  ;  the  hght  blue  clouds  of  morning 
were  succeeded  by  a  dark  and  lowering  atmos- 
phere ;  the  wind  was  freshening,  and  it  came 
in  partial  squalls,  accompanied  by  drizzling  rain. 
Rathlin,  and  the  Irish  highlands  were  fading  fast 
away,  while  the  tower  on  the  Mull  of  Cantire 
flung  its  sparkling  light  over  the  dark  waters, 
as  if  soliciting  our  approach.  Two  or  three 
colHers  we  had  passed,  were  steering  for  the 
Clyde  close  astern;    while  a  Glasgow  steamer, 
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bound  for  Derry,  came  puffing  by,  and  in  a 
short  time  was  lost  in  the  increasing  haze. 

Is  there  on  earth  or  sea  an  object  of  more 
interest  or  beauty  than  that  lone  building  which 
relieves  the  benighted  voyager  from  his  un- 
certainty? In  nothing  has  modern  intelligence 
been  more  usefully  displayed  than  in  the  superior 
lighting  of  the  British  seas.  Harbour,  and  rock, 
and  shoal,  have  each  their  distinguishing  beacon  ; 
and,  when  he  once  sees  the  chalk  clitfs  of  his 
native  island,  the  returning  mariner  may  count 
himself  at  home.  Light  after  light  rises  from 
the  murky  horizon ;  there,  flaring  with  the  bril- 
liancy of  a  fixed  star;  here,  meteor-like,  shooting 
out  its  stream  of  fire,  and  momentarily  disap- 
pearing. On,  nothing  doubting,  speeds  the 
adventurous  sailor,  until  the  anchor  falls  from 
the  bows,  and  the  vessel  "  safely  rides." 

The  light  upon  Cantire  burns  steadily,  and 
in  moderate  weather  it  is  visible  at  the  distance 
of  fifteen  miles.  It  stands  high,  being  upwards 
of  two  hundred  and  thirty  feet  above  the  level 
of  the  sea.  We  skirted  the  base  of  the  cliff 
it  occupies,  and  steered  for  the  little  island  of 
Sanna.  Momentarily  the  sea  rose,  the  night 
grew  worse,  the  dim  and  hazy  twilight  faded 
away,  the  wind  piped  louder,  and  the  rain  came 
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down  in  torrents.  When  the  weather  looked 
threatening  the  cutter  had  been  put  under  easy 
canvass,  and  now  a  further  reduction  was  re- 
quired. The  mainsail  was  double-reefed,  the 
third  jib  shifted  for  a  smaller  one,  all  above 
and  below  "  made  snug,"  and  on  we  hurried. 

The  niajht  was  dark  as  a  witch's  cauldron 
when,  rounding  Snnna,  we  caught  the  Pladda 
lights,  placed  on  opposite  towers,  and  bearing 
from  each  other  N.  and  S.  It  was  easy  to 
discover  that  we  had  got  the  shelter  of  the  land, 
as  the  pitching  motion  of  the  yacht  changed 
to  a  rushing  velocity;  but,  though  we  found 
a  smoother  sea,  the  wind  freshened,  the  rain 
fell  with  unabated  violence,  and  the  breeze, 
striking  us  in  sudden  gusts  as  it  roared  through 
the  openings  of  the  islands,  half-flooded  the 
deck  with  a  boiling  sea  that  broke  over  the 
bows,  or  forced  itself  through  the  lee-scuppers. 
Anxious  to  end  our  dreary  navigation,  "  Carry 
on !"  was  the  word,  and  hght  after  light  rose 
and  was  lost  successively.  We  passed  the  lights 
on  Cumray;  and,  presently,  that  on  Toward, 
in  Dumbarton,  minutely  revolving,  burst  on  the 
sight  after  its  brief  echpse  with  dazzling  bril- 
liancy ;  while  from  the  opposite  shores  of  the 
Frith  the  beacons   of  Air  and  Trune  were  now 
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and  then  distinctly  visible.  Our  last  meteor  guide 
told  that  our  midnight  voyage  was  nearly  ended, 
and  the  pier-light  of  Greenock  enabled  us  to 
feel  our  way  through  a  crowd  of  shipping  abreast 
the  town.  "  Stand  by,  for'ard  ! — let  go  !"  The 
anchor  fell,  the  chain  went  clatterhig  through 
the  hawse-hole ;  in  a  few  seconds  the  cutter 
swung  head  to  wind,  and  there  we  were,  safe 
as  in  a  wet  dock  ! 

We  descended  to  the  cabin,  first  discarding 
our  outward  coverings  at  the  foot  of  the  com- 
panion ladder.  We  came  down  like  mermen, 
distilling  from  every  limb,  water  of  earth  and 
sky  in  pretty  equal  proportions ;  but,  glory  to 
the  Prophet  and  Macintosh  !  Flushing  petticoats, 
pea-jackets,  sou' westers,  and  India-rubber  boots, 
proved  garments  of  such  excellent  endurance, 
not\\dthstanding  a  pitiless  pelting  of  spray  and 
rain,  that  we  shuffled  off  our  slough,  and  showed 
in  good  and  dry  condition,  as  if  we  had  the 
while  been  snug  in  the  royal  mail,  or,  drier 
yet,  engaged  at  a  meeting  of  the  Temperance 
Society.  And  then  came  supper, — they  can 
cook  in  yachts  ! — and  we  had  run  ninety  miles 
since  dinner ;  and  that  lobster  salad,  and  those 
broiled  bones,  with  the  joyous  prospect  which 
bottles  of  varied  tint  upon  yonder  locker-head 
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present,  all  would  make — ay — a  teetotaller  him- 
self forswear  his  vows  for  ever. 

All  is  snug  for  the  night.  The  men  have 
shifted  their  wet  clothes,  and,  as  their  supper 
is  preparing,  they  crowd  around  the  galley  fire ; 
and  jest  and  "laugh  suppressed"  are  audible. 
What  a  change  these  few  brief  minutes  have 
effected  !  To  the  dreary  darkness  of  a  flooded 
deck,  the  luxury  of  this  lighted  and  luxurious 
cabin  has  succeeded.  The  wind  whistles  through 
the  shrouds,  the  rain  falls  spattering  on  the 
skylight, — what  matter  ? — we  heed  them  not ; 
they  merely  recall  the  discomfort  of  the  past, 
which  gives  a  heightened  zest  to  the  pleasure 
of  the  passing  hour.  On  rolled  "  the  sandman  " 
Time  !  the  dial's  finger  silently  pointing  at  his 
stealthy  course,  and  warning  iis  to  separate. 

Presently  evcxy  sound  below  w^as  hushed.  All 
felt  that  repose  which  comfort  succeeding  hardship 
can  best  produce.  In  my  own  cabin  I  listened 
for  a  brief  space  to  the  growling  of  the  storm  ; 
sleep  laid  his  "leaden  mace  upon  my  lids;"  I 
turned  indolently  in  my  cot,  nuittering  with 
the  honest  Boatswain  in  the  "  Tempest," 

"  Blow  till  thou  burst  thy  wind,  if  room  enough  !" 

and  next  moment  was  "  fast  as  a  watchman." 
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LEGETs'DS. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  BALLAR. 

The  most  ancient  of  the  kings  of  Torry  was 
Ballar  the  Dane.  If  tradition  does  him  no 
injustice,  a  worse  specimen  of  royalty  could  not 
be  found  among  the  Holy  Alliance.  His  manners 
were  anything  but  amiable  ;  his  temper  violent ; 
his  disposition  sanguinary  and  revengeful ;  while, 
in  his  notions  regarding  the  doctrines  of  "  meum 
and  tuum,"  there  was  not  a  looser  gentleman  of 
his  day. 

In  personal  appearance  Ballar  was  dark,  stern, 
and  gigantic ;  and  in  an  excess  of  her  bounty, 
Nature  bad  been  graciously  pleased  to  gift  him 
with  a  third  eye.  This  extra  optic  was  placed 
in  the  back  of  his  head ;  and  such  was  the 
malignity  of  its  influence  that  one  glance 
extinguished  animal  life,  a  forest  was  withered 
by  a  look,  and  all  those  bare  and  herbless  hills 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  2S7 

upon  the  mainland  which  he  in  scattered  groups 
beneath  the  scathed  pinnacles  of  Arygle,  may — 
if  tradition  can  be  trusted — date  their  barrenness 
to  an  optical  visitation  they  underwent  from 
their  dangerous  neighbour  the  king  of  Torry. 
As,  even  in  the  darkest  character  some  lighter 
shading  may  be  found,  Ballar — to  give  the  devil 
his  due, — perfectly  aware  of  the  destructive 
properties  of  his  third  eye,  kept  it  carefully  con- 
cealed by  a  curtain. 

Ballar  had  "one  fair  daughter,  and  no  more," 
and  an  oracle  had  foretold  that,  unless  killed  by 
his  grandson,  he  should  exist  for  ever.  Deter- 
mined to  outlive  Methuselah,  Ballar  resolved  on 
leaving  his  native  country,  and  seeking  out  some 
abiding  place  where  the  celibacy  of  the  young 
lady  might  be  secured.  Accordingly  he  set  out 
upon  his  travels,  and,  after  an  extensive  tour, 
visited  Donegal,  and  chose  Torry  for  his  resi- 
dence ;  and,  faith  1  a  nater  spot  for  a  gentleman 
who  wished  retirement  could  not  have  been 
selected.  There  he  built  a  castle  for  himself, 
and  a  prison  for  his  daughter.  To  "  make  all 
right,"  the  young  lady  was  placed  under  the 
surveillance  of  twelve  virgins  ;  whence  the  latter 
were  obtained,  history  doth  not  say. 

Ballar's  nearest  neighbours  on  the  main  were 
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called  Gabshegonal,  and  Kien  Mac  Cauntbca. 
The  latter  was  possessed  of  two  brave  boys,  while 
the  former  was  owner  of  a  white  heifer  ;  Glassd- 
hablecana,  or  "  the  grey-flanked  cow,"  was  the 
envy  of  the  country.  Nothing  from  Dingle  to 
Donegal  could  match  her ;  she  was  a  dairy  in 
herself;  and  Ballar,  regardless  of  justice,  and 
not  having  the  fear  of  the  going  judge  of  assize 
before  him,  determined  to  abstract  her  if  he 
could.  Like  other  autocrats,  he  found  no  diffi- 
culty in  trumping  up  a  title,  for  he  asserted  that 
those  resident  on  the  mainland  were  his  vassals, 
and  claimed  and  exacted  certain  seignorial 
rights,  which,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  persons 
entering  into  matrimony,  have  been  allow^ed  to 
sink  into  desuetude. 

Like  those  of  all  bad  monarchs,  his  ministers 
were  no  better  than  himself  ;  and  the  chiefs  of 
his  household,  Mool  and  Mullock,  were  w^orthy 
agents  of  their  three-eyed  master.  As  his  de- 
mand upon  Gab's  cow  had  been  peremptorily 
rejected,  the  tyrant  of  Torry  determined  to 
obtain  by  fraud,  w4iat  force  could  not  effect; 
and  Mool  and  Mullock  received  instructions 
accordingly. 

Ballar's  intentions  having  transpired,  Gabshe- 
gonal assumed  the  defensive,  and  called  to  his 
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assistance  the  sons  of  Kien  Mac  Caunthca.  Gab, 
it  appears,  was  the  most  celebrated  sword-cutler 
of  his  day,  and  he  promised  to  forge  a  weapon 
for  each  of  the  young  men ;  they  undertaking, 
in  return,  to  watch  the  grey-flanked  cow  for  a 
given  time. 

TJie  elder  of  the  Mac  Caunthcas  perform.ed  his 
part  of  the  contract  with  the  smith,  and  obtained 
the  promised  sword ;  and  the  younger  com- 
menced watch  and  ward  in  turn.  For  some 
time  his  vigilance  secured  the  white  cow ;  but, 
unhappily,  it  occurred  to  the  youth  that  it  would 
be  desirable  to  have  his  name  engraved  on  the 
sword-blade  which  Gab  was  then  polishing. 
He  ran  to  the  forge  to  make  his  wishes  known  ; 
and,  short  as  his  absence  was,  alas  !  upon  his 
return  the  cow  was  gone  !  The  spoilers  were 
discovered  from  the  top  of  Arygle ;  the  younger 
Mac  Caunthca  observed  Mool  and  Mullock  driv- 
ing Glassdhablecana  along  the  beach ;  and, 
without  his  being  able  to  overtake  them,  they 
embarked  for  Torry  with  their  prey.  Enraged 
at  the  occurrence,  the  smith  retained  the  elder 
brother  as  a  hostage,  and  swore  that,  if  the  cow 
were  not  recovered,  he  would  behead  him,  to 
avenge  her  loss. 

The  unhappy   watchman,  overwhelmed  with 
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grief  and  shame,  fled  from  his  home,  and  wan- 
dered recklessly  along  the  rock-bound  coast. 
To  reach  Torry  was  impossible,  and  he  aban- 
doned himself  to  sorrow  and  despair. 

Suddenly,  a  little  red-haired  man  appeared 
unexpectedly  at  his  elbow,  and  with  sympathetic 
civility  inquired  the  cause  of  his  lamentations. 
Mac  Caunthca  informed  him  of  the  misfortune, 
and  the  red  dwarf  offered  his  condolence,  and 
volunteered  to  assist  him  to  reach  the  island. 
Mac  embraced  the  little  gentleman  and  his  offer  ; 
and,  having  ascended  the  summit  of  Cruickna- 
neabth,  he  placed  his  foot  upon  the  dwarf's 
hand,  who  rose  vdih  him  into  the  air,  and,  pass- 
ing over  the  small  islands  between  Torry  and 
the  main,  fast  as  the  wind  itself,  landed  in  safety 
Vjeneath  the  castle  walls  of  Ballar.  Both  the 
youth  and  his  conductor  were  "  the  nonce" 
rendered  invisible.  With  little  difficulty  the  cow 
was  found;  and  the  dwarf  engaged  that,  ere 
morning,  she  should  be  safely  returned  to  her 
lawful  owner,  the  honest  sword-cutler  Gabshe- 
gonal. 

Whether  the  little  gentleman  with  the  red 
beard  preferred  daylight  for  his  aerial  trips,  does 
not  appear ;  but,  certain  it  is,  that  his  protege 
remained  that  night  upon  the  island,  and  was 
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introduced  by  the  obliging  dwarf  to  the  prison 
of  the  princess,  Avhere  he  remained  until  dawn 
broke.  Safely  was  he  then  conducted  to  the 
place  he  had  left  on  the  preceding  evening. 
The  red  man  took  an  affectionate  leave.  The 
grey-flanked  cow  was  before  him  at  the  owner's. 
His  brother  was  released  ;  the  promised  sword 
honestly  delivered  by  the  maker ;  and  the  whole 
adventure  ended  prosperously. 

Time  rolled  on.  Nine  months  had  elapsed 
since  his  visit  to  the  island,  when  the  young 
Mac  Caunthca  was  honoured  by  a  call  from  the 
little  red  gentleman,  who  requested  his  company 
to  make  a  morning  call  upon  the  imprisoned 
princess.  They  crossed  the  arm  of  the  sea  with 
the  same  rapidity  that  marked  their  former 
flight ;  and,  on  entering  the  well-remembered 
tower,  what  was  Mac  Caunthca's  delight  and 
surprise  on  finding  that  he  was  the  father  of  a 
large  and  healthy  family  !  The  princess  had  just 
given  birth  to  a  son  ;  and  the  twelve  young 
ladies,  following,  as  in  duty  bound,  the  example 
of  their  mistress,  had  each  produced  "  a  chop- 
ping boy." 

But,  alas  !  the  pleasures  of  paternity  were 
speedily  ended.  Ballar  detested  children. 
Twins    would    drive    a    Malthusian    distracted ; 
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and  what  apology  could  be  offered  for  thirteen  ? 
Nothing  remained  but  to  remove  the  young  Mac 
Caunthcas  in  double-quick ;  and  the  dwarf,  with 
his  usual  good  nature,  proposed  the  means.  A 
curragh*  was  procured;  the  tender  pledges  of 
the  maids  of  honour  w^erc  placed  in  a  blanket, 
and  fastened  by  skewers  upon  the  back  of  their 
papa,  while  the  heir  to  the  throne  was  accom- 
modated in  a  separate  cloth  ;  and  with  this  pre- 
cious freight  the  curragh  was  launched  upon  the 
ocean. 

Presently  the  wind  freshened,  the  sea  rose, 
and  the  frail  bark  was  tossed  upon  the  surface 
of  an  angry  sea.  In  the  fury  of  the  gale  the 
skewers  that  secured  the  blanket  gave  way ; 
overboard  went  the  progeny  of  the  virgin  body- 
guard; and  the  young  Mac  Caunthca  reached 
the  mainland  with  a  single  son,  the  heir-pre- 
sumptive to  the  throne  of  Torry. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  care  of  an  infant 
would  have  become  a  very  troublesome  chai'ge 
upon  the  lover  of  the  inland  princess ;  but  here, 
too,  the  red  man  stood  his  friend.  The  dwarf 
volunteered  to  educate  the  child  seven  years, 
then  hand  him  over  to  his  father  for  seven  more, 

*  A  wicker  boat  covered  with  a  horse-skin,  much  used  by 
these  islanders. 
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when  he,  Red-beard,  would  again  receive  him 
for  other  seven  ;  and  thus  the  grandson  of  the 
three-eyed  monarch  would  be  disposed  of,  during 
nonage.  It  was  done.  The  boy  grew  apace; 
and,  indoctrinated  at  the  feet  of  a  gifted  Gama- 
liel like  httle  Red-beard,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
the  heir  of  Torry  became  a  finished  gentleman. 

His  first  appearance  in  public  is  stated  to 
have  been  at  a  country  wedding ;  and  there 
Ballar,  attended  by  Mool  and  Mullock,  and  his 
customary  suite,  was  punctual  to  claim  his  pre- 
rogative. Shocked  at  the  immorality  of  his 
grandfather,  the  dwarf's  'protege  remonstrated 
with  the  old  gentleman  in  vain ;  and,  to 
strengthen  his  arguments,  imprudently  confessed 
the  degree  of  relationship  in  which  they  stood. 
Furious  at  the  discovery,  the  ancient  sinner 
determined  on  the  youth's  destruction  ;  he  raised 
his  hand  to  uncurtain  the  third  eye,  but  his 
grandson  burst  from  the  house,  and  ran  for 
shelter  to  the  forge  of  his  relative,  Gabshegonal. 
A  hot  pursuit  took  place.  Ballar  and  his  "  tail" 
pressed  the  fugitive  closely ;  and  the  youth  had 
only  time  to  arm  himself  with  a  heated  bar, 
when  his  truculent  relation,  with  his  train, 
rushed  in.  Before  the  eye  could  be  uncovered, 
by  one  lucky  thrust  the  heir  of  Torry  annihi- 
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lated  its  evil  influence,  and  thus  proved  satis- 
factorily that  the  worst  of  eyes  is  no  match  for 
red-hot  iron. 

But,  even  in  death,  Ballar  evinced  no  feelings 
of  Christian  forgiveness.  CalHng  his  grandson 
to  his  side,  he  requested  that  he  would  abridge 
his  sufferings  by  cutting  off  his  head ;  and  then, 
by  placing  it  upon  his  own,  he  assured  him  that 
all  the  knowledge  he,  Ballar,  possessed,  should 
directly  be  transferred  to  his  grandson,  and  de- 
scend like  an  heir-loom  in  the  family.  With  the 
first  part  of  the  request  the  young  gentleman 
freely  comphed ;  but,  being  awake  to  the  trickery 
of  his  grandsire,  he  prudently  resolved  to  see  what 
effect  the  head  would  have  upon  stone  before  he 
tried  the  experiment.  The  result  proved  that 
his  suspicions  were  well-founded.  A  drop  of 
poisonous  matter  fell  from  the  head  upon  the 
rock ;  and  a  broken  cliff  is  pointed  out  upon  the 
island,  said  to  have  been  disrupted  by  the  head 
of  Ballar  resting  on  it. 

The  remainder  of  the  legend  is  happy,  as  it 
should  be.  The  princess  in  due  time  became  a 
wife ;  her  son  danced  at  the  wedding ;  and  the 
maids  of  honour  were  provided  with  husbands, 
and,  though  rather  tardily,  were  "  made  honest 
women  of"   at  last.     No  longer  necessitated  to 
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commit  their  offspring  to  the  ocean  by  the  dozen, 
their  progeny  increased  and  midtipKed ;  and 
from  the  Danish  princess,  and  the  virgin  train 
who  "bore  her  company,"  the  present  inhabi- 
tants of  Torry  beheve  themselves  to  be  imme- 
diately descended. 


LEGEND  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  THE  SEVEN. 

After  a  dreadful  tempest,  seven  dead  bodies, 
six  of  which  were  male  and  one  female,  were 
-found  upon  the  western  shore  of  the  island,  with 
a  stone  curragh  and  paddle  beside  them ;  both 
the  latter  had  been  broken  against  the  rocks. 
The  inhabitants  speedily  collected,  and  a  consul- 
tation took  place  as  to  the  manner  m  which  the 
bodies  of  the  unknown  strangers  should  be  dis- 
posed of.  The  opinions  of  the  islanders  were 
divided  :  some  proposed  that  they  should  be 
interred,  others  contended  that  they  should  be 
committed  to  the  waves  again ;  but  it  was  unani- 
mously resolved,  that  on  no  account  should  they 
be  buried  in  the  churchyard,  as  they  might  not 
have  been  true  Catholics.  To  bury  was  the 
final  determination.     A  prave  was  accordingly 
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prepared,  the  seven  corpses  were  incliscriniinately 
thrown  in,  and  the  trench  closed  up. 

Next  morning,  to  the  great  surprise  of  the 
islanders,  the  body  of  the  female  was  found 
separated  from  those  of  lier  unfortunate  com- 
panions, and  lying  on  the  surface  of  the  ground. 
It  was  believed  that  the  lady  had  been  disin- 
terred by  that  party  who  had  opposed  the 
bodies  being  buried  on  the  island,  and  the 
corpse  was  once  more  returned  to  its  kindred 
clay,  and  the  grave  securely  filled  up. 

ITie  second  moraing  came,  and  great  was  the 
astonishment  of  the  inhabitants  when  it  was 
ascertained  that  the  same  occurrence  had  take» 
place,  and  the  grave  had  surrendered  its  dead. 
The  body  was  inhumed  once  more,  and,  to  guard 
against  trickery,  and  secure  the  corpse  from 
being  disturbed,  a  watch  was  placed  around  the 
grave. 

But  when  the  daylight  broke  on  the  third 
morning,  lo !  the  body  of  the  unknown  had 
again  burst  its  cerements,  and  lay  once  more 
upon  the  surface  of  the  ground.  The  vigilance 
of  the  guard  had  proved  unavailing,  and  the 
consternation  of  the  islanders  was  unbounded. 
A  grand  conclave  assembled,  and,  after  much 
consideration  and  debate,  it  was  decided  that  the 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURES.  297 

departed  female  had  been  a  religieuse ;  and,  that 
as  she  had  eschewed  all  communion  with  the 
coarser  sex  while  living,  so,  true  to  her  vows, 
even  after  death  she  had  evaded  the  society  of 
man.  Believing  her  to  be  a  gentlewoman  of 
extra  holiness  who  had  departed  "  in  the  pride 
of  her  purity,'''  it  was  shrewdly  conjectured  that 
there  was  nothing  to  prevent  her  from  working 
miracles.  The  sick  were  accordingly  brought 
forward,  and  a  touch  from  the  blessed  finger  of 
the  defunct  nun — for  such  she  proved — removed 
every  malady  the  flesh  is  heir  to,  and  left  the 
island  without  an  invahd.  To  atone  for  the  irre- 
verential  mode  in  which  the  lady  had  been 
treated  on  former  occasions,  a  magnificent  funeral 
was  decreed  her ;  a  stone  monument  was  erected 
over  the  sainted  remains ;  and,  that  posterity 
should  not  be  excluded  from  the  virtues  of  her 
clay,  an  opening  was  left  in  the  south  side  of 
the  tomb,  whence  the  faithful  could  obtain  a 
portion  of  her  ashes,  and  tlie  sick  be  cured  of 
their  ailments.  It  being  considered  that  one  so 
particular  after  death  would  not,  when  alive, 
have  ventured  upon  sea  with  any  but  the  ser- 
vants of  religion,  the  other  six  bodies  were 
honourably  interred,  and  a  tomb  raised  to  their 
memory,  while  "  the  Church  of  the  Seven"  was 
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built  to  their  joint  honour,  and  dedicated  to  the 
whole. 

To  this  day  the  sanctity  of  the  lady's  grave 
remains  unimpaired.  The  ashes  retain  their  vir- 
tue ;  the  pious  resort  thither  to  pray,  the  sick 
to  procure  relief  from  their  sufferings.  When 
it  is  necessary  to  obtain  the  holy  dust  for  devout 
or  medicinal  purposes,  apphcation  is  made  to 
the  oldest  member  of  a  particular  family,  who 
have  enjoyed  from  time  immemorial  the  blessed 
privilege  of  dispensing  the  saint's  clay.  The 
name  of  the  family  is  Doogan  ;  and  the  reason  why 
this  high  prerogative  rests  with  this  favoured 
lineage  is,  because  their  ancestors  were  the  first 
converts  of  St.  Colomb  Kill,  and  the  first  of  the 
islanders  who  received  baptism  at  his  hands. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LEGENDS  OF  THE 
TORRY  ISLANDERS. 

Torry  Island,  situated  on  the  north-west  coast 
of  Ireland,  is  probably  the  least  known  of  any 
of  her  Majesty's  European  possessions.  Although 
so  near  the  main,  the  communication  is  difficult 
and  infrequent.    The  island  has  but  one  landing- 
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place,  and  that  can  only  be  entered  with  leading 
winds,  while,  during  the  prevalence  of  the  others, 
it  is  totally  unapproachable. 

Within  the  memory  of  people  still  alive,  the 
natives  of  Torry  were  idolaters.  They  were 
ushered  into  life,  and  quitted  it  for  the  grave, 
without  either  rite  or  ceremony.  Marriage 
was,  a  la  Martineau,  nothing  but  "  a  civil  con- 
tract," and  their  notions  of  the  Deity,  rude  and 
untutored  as  Kamschatdales  or  New  Zealanders. 
Latterly,  priests  from  the  main  have  occasionally 
landed  on  the  island,  and  there  introduced  the 
formulae  of  religion ;  but  visits  dependent  on 
winds  and  waves  are  "few  and  far  between," 
and  the  state  of  Torry  may  still  be  termed  more 
than  demi-savage.  When  some  adventurous 
beadsman  ventures  on  a  clerical  descent,  dur- 
ing his  brief  sojourn  he  finds  that  his  office 
is  no  sinecure  :  children  are  to  be  christened  by 
the  score ;  and  couples,  who  took  each  other's 
words,  to  be  maried  by  the  dozen.  During  the 
long  interregnum,  a  large  arrear  of  omitted 
ceremonies  has  accrued,  and  the  daring  clerk 
returns  from  this  "ultima  Thule"  a  weary,  if 
not  a  wiser  man. 

Nothing  can  be  more  wretched  than  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  island  and  its  inhabitants :  the 
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one,  cold,  barren,  and  uncultivated ;  the  other, 
ugly,  dwarfish,  and  ill-shapen.  The  hovels  are 
filthy  to  a  degree ;  and  all  withm  and  about 
Tony  is  so  sterile  and  inhospitable,  that  a  dread 
of  being  wind-bound  deters  even  the  hardiest 
mariner  from  approaching  its  rock-bound 
shores. 

That  "  holy  men"  should  venture  among  the 
heathen,  is,  as  it  ought  to  be ;  and  that  savans 
will  go  desperate  lengths  to  obtain  bones,  oyster- 
shells,  and  other  valuable  commodities,  is  equally 
true.  For  spiritual  and  scientific  Quixotes, 
Torry  opens  an  untried  field ;  and  any  philoso- 
pher who  can  digest  dog-fish,  and  possesses  a  skin 
impervious  to  entomological  assaults,  may  here 
discover  unknown  treasures  :  none  having  yet 
been  found — for  none  have  sought  them. 

It  was,  probably,  expectations  such  as  these 
that  induced  the  late  Sir  Charles  Geisecke  to 
visit  this  unfrequented  island.  Whether  his 
geological  discoveries  compensated  his  bodily 
sufferings,  the  gentleman  who  perpetrated  his 
biography  leaves  a  scientific  mystery.  Certain 
it  is,  that  in  after-life  the  worthy  knight  never 
touched  upon  this  portion  of  his  wanderings 
without  shuddering  at  the  recollection. 

Three  days  he  sojourned  among  the  aborigines, 
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and  three  nights  he  sheltered  in  the  chief  man's 
hoveh  He  left  Ards  House*  in  good  spirits, 
and  fat  as  a  philosopher  should  be ;  and  when 
he  returned,  his  own  dog,  had  he  possessed  one, 
would  not  have  recognised  his  luckless  owner. 
He  came  out  a  walking  skeleton,  and  the  ablu- 
tions he  underwent  would  have  tried  the  patience 
of  a  Mussulman.  He  had  lost  sleep ;  well, 
that  could  be  made  up  for.  He  lost  condition  ; 
that  too  might  be  restored.  But  to  lose  hair, 
to  be  clipped  like  a  recruit,  and  have  his  gar- 
ments burned  at  the  point  of  a  pitch-fork, — 
these  indeed  would  daunt  the  courage  of  the 
most  daring  entomologist. 

Pat  Hegarty,  the  knight's  guide,  used  to 
recount  the  sufferings  they  underwent.  Their 
afflictions  by  day  were  bad  enough ;  but  these 
w^ere  nothing,  cooipared  to  nocturnal  visitations. 

"  My !  what  a  place  for  fleas !"  said  an 
English  femme-de-chambre  who  happened  to  be 
an  accidental  listener.  "  How  numerous  they 
must  have  been  !" 

"  Numerous  !"  exclaimed  the  guide,  *'  mona 
mon  diaoul,  if  they  had  only  pulled  together, 
they  would  have  dragged  me  out  of  bed  !" 

*  Ards  is  situated  on  the  main,  near  the  wild  promontory  of 
Horn  Head,  and  is  the  seat  of  the  Stewart  family. 
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Since  the  knight's  excursion,  Torry  has  been 
more  frequently  visited.  In  executing  the  Ord- 
nance survey,  a  party  of  Sappers  and  Miners 
were  encamped  upon  the  island,  and  the  engineer 
officer  in  command  amused  many  of  his  solitary 
hours  by  collecting  traditionary  tales  from  the 
narration  of  an  old  man,  who  was  far  more 
intelHgent  than  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants.  The 
two  foregoing  legends  were  taken  from  the 
patriarch's  lips,  and  they  afford  an  additional 
proof  of  that  fondness  which  man,  in  his  savage 
state,  ever  evinces  for  traditions  that  are  wonder- 
ful and  wild. 
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BOULOGNE  EN  ROUTE  TO  PARIS. 


Boulogne. — Its  IKstory,  Ancient  and  Modern. — English  and 
French  Watering-places. — Reflections  upon  Cooking. — Great 
Experience  of  the  Author,  de  omnibus  rebus  et  quibusdam  aliis. 
— Voyage. — Outward-bound. — The  Company. — Eomantic  Me- 
moir of  Miss  Montagu. — My  Kinsman  and  Cicerone. — Sketches 
of  Society — Much  Information,  and  very  excellent  advice.- — 
Hints  to  pugnacious  Gentlemen. — Interesting  Account  of  an 
Affair  of  Honour. 

Boulogne  is  a  city  of  great  antiquity,  and  from 
the  creation — we  mean,  not  of  the  world,  but  the 
place — has  stood  preeminently  high  in  foreign 
estimation.  Some  years  B.C.,  the  Romans  took 
a  fancy  to  it ;  in  English  sight,  and  even  in  the 
times  of  the  Edwards  and  the  Henrys,  the  an- 
cient town  found  great  favour ;  and  so  tena- 
ciously did  they  hold  to  it,  that,  notwithstanding 
numerous  notices  to  quit,  they  maintained  for- 
cible possession,  until  ejection  vi  et  armls  was 
resorted  to,  "  ut  mos  est"  with  refractory  tenants. 
Centuries    elapsed — and     still    the    hereditary 
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yearning  after  this  pleasant  place  seemed  uncon- 
querable in  the  descendants  of  the  bold  knights 
and  hardy  yeomen,  who  did  good  service  at  Agin- 
court  and  Cressy.  The  schoolmaster  was  abroad 
— and,  in  slow  march,  at  last  he  reached  Britain. 
He  found  John,  like  his  name-sake,  a  sort  of 
"  bull  in  body-clothes :"  in  the  covering  of  his 
outer  man,  as  obsolete  as  in  the  comforting  of  his 
inner,  he  was  antediluvian ;  anything  collopped 
and  heated  in  a  saucepan,  he  considered  edible, 
and  called  "  a  hash,"  and  an  expanded  chicken, 
roasted  on  a  gridiron  (were  this  enormity  com- 
mitted in  the  north),  would  be  termed  "  a 
brandered  chuckle."  Did  a  countryman  come  to 
London  to  attend  a  cattle-show,  drop  into  that 
fashionable  invention,  called  "  a  restaurant,"  and 
then  and  there  be  requested  to  say  whether  he 
would  indulge  in  a  salmi  or  fricandeau,  he  as- 
sumed hat  and  umbrella  instanter — as  if  in  either 
dish,  prussic  acid  were  a  component  ingredient, 
and  no  exertions  of  the  genus  gar(;on  could 
induce  him  to  listen  to  explanation,  or  remain 
another  minute.  But  rapid  has  been  national 
improvement — and  all,  save  those  who  have 
reached  the  obstinacy  that  servility  inflicts  at 
sixty,  will  scarce  refuse  a  blush,  which  the  im- 
proved order  of  things  across  the  Channel  should 
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properly  evoke,  and  incarnadine  the  cheek  of  any- 
body but  a  coalheaver. 

Let  us,  in  contradistinction,  place  Rarasgate 
versus  Boulogne.  In  the  latter,  delicacy  is  scru- 
pulously attended  to, — in  the  former,  it  is  too 
frequently  altogether  overlooked.  To  the  species 
of  the  human  family,  called  chambermaid, 
moralists  have  objected — and  in  France  the  hint 
has  been  taken,  and  things  are  more  correctly 
managed.  A  stout  gentleman,  rich  in  hirsute 
honours,  and — as  I  once  had  the  pleasure  of  such 
attendance — decorated,  not  with  the  "  star  of  the 
brave,"  but  the  ribbon  of  the  legion  of  honour, 
looks  to  your  dormitory.  No  sneaking  beadle 
flits 

"  With  noiseless  step  through  cloister'd  aisle ," 

across  the  Channel  that  functionary  is  a  picked 
man  from  the  compagnie  elite,  of  a  regiment  of 
Prussian  proportions — one  at  whose  dictum  you 
must  meekly  succumb  to  the  seat  assigned,  or,  if 
contumacious,  perish,  as  you  might  expect,  by 
his  partisan.  There  too,  be  the  chaunter's  organ 
weak  or  strong,  and  charm  he  never  so  wisely, 
the  litany,  as  sung  or  said,  is  all  the  same — a 
brass  horn  at  his  elbow  smothering  the  unhappy 
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precentor  even  when  "m  excelsis,"  as  Lablache 
would  obliterate  a  school-girl  in  a  duet. 

As  to  French  cookery,  we  do  not  object  to  it 
in  toto,  but  we  uplift  our  voice  against  its  general 
false  pretences.     A  French  dish,  fabricated  in  an 
English  kitchen,  is  super-excellent.     In  that  case 
you  may  boldly  dash  into  africandeau,  and  not 
stumble  on  a  pig's  foot ;  cutlets  are  veal  if  they 
so  propound  themselves  ;  nfondu  is  actually  made 
of  cheese  ;  and  the  Pythagorean  principle  of  con- 
structing soup  without  flesh,  is  as  obsolete  as 
brick-making    without  straw.     In    England,  to 
animal  fat  there  is  no  positive  antipathy,  and  men 
use  and  reject  the  same  as  fancy  prompts.     As 
obesity  is  tolerated  in  a  common-council-man,  it 
is  also  held  pardonable  in  a  Smithfield  ox — and 
even  to  minor  animals  a  permission  to  grow  fat 
has  been  graciously  extended.     To  a  weder,  in 
transitu  to  the  market,  a  rheumatic  colley  can 
spare  a  fourth  leg,  and  turn  him  on  the  other 
three,  as  his  master  indicates, — the  poor  wretch 
— we  mean  the  sheep — being  so  overladen  with 
wool  and  tallow  as  to  render  a  lame  trot  on  his 
part  quite  a  desperate  exertion.     You  cannot, 
conveniently,  in  a  London  tavern  confuse  beef 
with  mutton.     In  France  the  thing  is  different, 
you  may  discriminate  possibly  between  fish  and 
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fowl — but  touching  anything  that  is  furnished 
with  four  legs,  the  ablest  zoologist  can  only  in- 
dulge in  conjecture  as  to  what  it  might  have  been 
before  it  passed  the  ordeal  to  which  it  had  been 
subjected  by  the  Gallic  artiste.  Chinese  cookery  is 
not  more  puzzhng  to  a  European  barbarian,  who 
beheves,  credulous  mortal !  that  he  is  engaged 
with  a  sucking  pig,  when  alas  !  some  canine 
mother  is  secretly  mourning  over  the  fattest  and 
fondest-loved  of  a  whole  progeny  of  nine. 

We  know  not  what  grave  offence  we  had  com- 
mitted in  the  sight  of  heaven,  that  exposed  us  to 
retribution  so  speedy  and  severe;  but,  deceived 
by  the  report  of  a  loving  kinsman,  as  he  avouched 
himself,  who,  finding  his  native  air  rather  keen 
for  his  constitution,  had  migrated  to  Boulogne — 
suadente  diabolo  !  we  mean  thereby  at  the  insti- 
gation of  our  cousin, — in  an  evil  hour  we  de- 
termined to  cross  the  Channel.  We  are  rapid  in 
our  operations — and  scarcely  was  the  resolution 
taken,  than  we  found  ourselves  on  the  soil  of 
France. 

I  have  had  a  fair  assortment  of  the  roughs  and 
smooths  of  hfe, — and,  at  times,  have  felt  half- 
persuaded,  that  of  the  former,  my  share  was 
rather  too  hberally  doled  out.  But  though  mis- 
fortune overtook  me  now  and  then,  even  when  it 
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did  its  worst,  thank  God  !  it  never  afflicted  upon 
me  a  strange  bed-fellow,  though  I  have  rubbed 
skirts,  in  my  time,  with  as  queer  companions  as 
any  private  gentleman  who  has  never  visited  the 
colonies  "upon  compulsion." 

We  do  assert,  and,  as  far  as  our  purse  will 
warrant  a  bet,  we  will  back  our  opinion,  that  in 
our  day  we  have  been  in  as  villanous  company  as 
any  person  at  present  on  the  half-pay  list.  We 
have  olim  repaired  at  daylight  on  a  hanging- 
Monday  to  the  Old  Bailey — patronized  the 
murder  of  a  hundred  rats  by  a  brindled  bull- 
bitch  in  a  slaughter-house  in  Smithfield — sported 
our  spotted  fogle  at  Noman's-land — passed 
through  Petticoat-lane  after  dark — been  fre- 
quently at  the  Judge  and  Jury — subscribed  to 
Baron  Nathan's  weekly  hop — dived,  at  eleven 
P.M.,  into  Cider-cellars — quadrilled  at  the  Wal- 
halla — drunk  weak  tea  at  a  soiree  of  female 
socialists — encored  an  Ethiopian  serenader  on 
Saturday  evening  in  Jim  Crow,  and  went  to  hear 
him  next  morning  preach  a  charity-sermon  for 
his  own  benefit.  We  once  marched  a  turn-out 
of  seventy  South-of-Ireland  mihtia-men  to  our 
regiment, — of  whom,  sixty-nine  might  be  safely 
set  down  as  the  greatest  vagabonds  unhanged. 
We  think  in  blackguard  statistics  we  have  sufH- 
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ciently  established  our  experience — and  we  now 
declare,  and  on  corporal  oath,  that  we  would 
back  the  Boulogne  lot  who  crossed  the  Channel 
in  our  company,  against  any  collection  outside 
Abdullum — and  that  for  choice  between  boat 
and  cave  we  would  not  give  a  five-franc  piece. 

]\Ianifold  and  important  were  the  causes,  as 
might  be  expected,  which  led  to  this  general  mi- 
gration. One  good-natured  gentleman  was 
levanting  with  his  neighbour's  wife — another  had 
"  cut  his  lucky"  for  executing  a  splendid  piece  of 
cahgraphy  across  a  stamp,  that  half-deceived  the 
actual  proprietor  of  the  simulated  cognomen. 

With  a  praiseworthy  anxiety  to  cultivate  his 
education  by  a  visit  to  foreign  parts,  an  indus- 
trious apprentice  was  bound  for  the  French 
capita],  having  provided  himself,  hke  a  prudent 
youth,  against  travelling  contingencies,  by  bor- 
rowing the  contents  of  his  master's  till.  There 
was  a  large  assortment  of  gentlemen  from  Ireland 
— all  open  to  matrimony  on  proper  understanding 
— and  a  young  lady  exceedingly  dropsical,  who 
wished  to  try  what  sea-air  and  a  few  months 
would  providentially  accomplish  for  her — a  score 
of  rail-road  directors,  the  chairman  of  an  extin- 
guished assurance  company,  fast  gentlemen,  non 
inventi  last    settling-day  at   Tattersall's — divers 
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seedy  stale  ones  who  had  infested  town  since  the 
coronation  of  the  fourth  George — ladies  of  easy 
virtue,  and  several  of  no  virtue  at  all.  Add  to 
these,  pastrycooks  with  brass  spurs — attorneys' 
clerks  with  formidable  moustachios — a  tailor,  in 
a  frogged  undress-frock,  a  misfit  left  upon  his 
hands  by  an  indignant  subaltern  in  the  Rifles. 
In  a  word,  a  more  heterogeneous  cargo  was  never 
collected  since  the  introduction  of  steam ;  and 
with  this  splendid  specimen  of  English  society,  I 
debarked,  late  in  the  evening,  on  the  jetty  of 
Boulogne. 

An  opening  episode  will  give  a  tolerable  des- 
cription of  what  one  sees  and  encounters  occa- 
sionally at  the  marine  resorts,  across  the  herring- 
brook,  to  which  the  pleasant  part  of  the  British 
population  annually  repair.  When  we  were 
approaching  the  harbour,  great  was  the  general 
commotion  among  the  passengers,  as  each  en- 
deavoured to  collect  the  enormous  quantity  of 
miscellaneous  effects  with  which  John  Bull 
overloads  himself  at  starting,  and  afterwards 
disquieteth  himself  in  vain.  Then,  and  for  the 
first  time,  a  young  lady  suddenly  presented  her- 
self from  some  secret  crypt  in  the  fore-cabin,  in 
which,  as  it  would  appear,  during  the  voyage 
she  had  remained  perdue.     As  our  baggage  was 
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confided  to  the  tender  mercy  of  the  douaniers 
until  morning,  we  proceeded  in  hght  marching 
order  to  such  hotels  as  each  was  pleased  to  select 
for  his  nocturnal  accommodation.  The  young 
lady,  who  was  attired  in  white  muslin — rather  a 
singular  costume  in  which  to  undertake  an 
aquatic  excursion — either  from  choice  or  accident, 
attached  herself  to  our  portion  of  the  living 
cargo — and  w^e  all  sat  down  to  a  supper  of  some 
merit  in  the  Hotel  d'Angleterre. 

The  fair  girl  was  scarcely  eighteen — very  pale 
but  pretty — and  the  circumstance  of  her  being 
unprotected  conferred  an  accidental  interest  on 
the  youthful  voyageuse.  No  doubt,  in  the  morn- 
ing she  would  be  inquired  for  and  claimed — and 
in  this  belief  we  saw  her  depart  after  supper  to 
her  dormitory — an  example  I  followed  in  good 
season — not,  however,  until  I  had  consumed  a 
cigar,  and  discussed  a  second  tumbler  of  diluted 
eau  de  vie. 

Morning  came — so  did  our  traps  from  the 
custom-house — and  we  had  a  general  reunion 
round  the  brea'kfast  table.  To  that  meal  the 
white  lady  gave  an  unexpected  interest  by  a 
fainting  fit,  and  subsequent  removal  to  her 
chamber.  Great  was  the  sympathy  evidenced 
by  the  company  in   a   general   presentation    of 
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volatile  salts  and  eau  de  Cologne,  and  only  one 
personage  looked  on  unmoved,  and  to  judge 
from  his  frigid  bearing,  he  was  as  impassive  to 
the  fair  one's  indisposition  as  he  would  have  been 
to  hysterics  in  the  house-cat.  He  was,  in  sooth, 
as  repulsive-mannered  an  elderly  gentleman  as  I 
ever  stretched  a  leg  under  mahogany  in  com- 
pany with — and,  cold  to  human  sympathies, 
seemed  absorbed  in  the  anthritic  visitations 
which  his  great  toe  was  momentarily  exposed 
to. 

When  breakfast  had  ended,  half  a  dozen  maids 
and  matrons  proceeded  up  stairs  to  offer  their 
condolence  to  the  fair  sufferer;  and  it  was  a 
subject  of  some  surprise,  that  neither  her  luggage 
had  arrived,  nor  any  claimants  for  her  person, 
had  as  yet  presented  themselves.  After  a  con- 
siderable absence  the  feminine  deputation  re- 
turned to  the  breakfast-room ;  and  from  the 
grave  demeanour  of  the  whole  party,  it  was 
evident  that  some  important  disclosure  had  been 
made.  The  affair  was  evidently  of  that  order 
usually  termed  delicate — as  the  young  ladies 
preserved  a  strict  silence  wdien  interrogated  by 
the  surly  gentleman  with  the  afflicted  extremity, 
whose  questions  were  extremely  plain,  although 
the  language  which  conveyed  his  inquiries  might 
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have  admitted  a  slight  pohsh,  and  been  suffi- 
ciently intelligent  after  all. 

"  Who  the  devil  is  she?"  demanded  the  testy 
proprietor  of  the  inflamed  toe.  "  Some  tramper 
belonging  to  a  puppet-show^  or,  a 

'  Maid  that",  loves  the  moon,' 

— and  nocturnally  takes  air  and  exercise  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Quadrant  in  Regent-street." 

"  Really,  sir,"  observed  an  elderly  young  lady, 
who  had  recently  turned  fifty,  in  the  full  and 
undisputed  possession  of  maiden  independence; 
"  you  appear  to  forget  that  there  are  ladies  in 
the  room." 

"  Where's  the  use  after  all,"  exclaimed  a  stout, 
red-faced  gentlewoman,  who  shared  the  cares 
and  couch  of  a  salesman  in  Leadenhall-market. 
"Where's  the  use,  I  say,  of  beating  about  the 
bush,  and  not  telling  the  plain  truth  to  that 
cranky  customer  in  the  cloth  shoe,  whose  best 
supporter,  as  I  see,  is  wrapped  in  flannel  for  his 
sins  ?  as  I  suppose — her  father  is  a  justice  of 
peace." 

"  Fudge !"  groaned  the  man  in  the  gouty 
shoe. 

"And  her  mother?"  said  tlie  fair  narrator. 

"A  troop-sergeant  of  Horse  Artillery;  mere 
fudge,  madam." 

VOL     II.  p 
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"  Taking  advantage,"  said  the  elderly  young 
lady,  who  was  dying  to  figure  in  as  a  raconteuse, 
"  of  professional  opportunities  and  his  intimacy 
with  the  family,  the  curate  of  the  parish  professed 
honourable  love — and — and — " 

"  I  know  the  rest,  ma'am,"  said  the  man  with 
the  afflicted  toe  ;  "  the  old  story,  no  doubt ;  told 
her  the  usual  quantity  of  rigmarole,  and  effected 
her  ru — " 

"  Really,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  elderly  young 
lady,  "  we  must  leave  the  room." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  call  the  accident  by  any  other 
name  you  like.  We'll  soften  things  to  please 
you.  She's  rather  ragged  in  the  reputation, 
eh  ?" 

"  Or  what  we  call  in  Connaught,  damaged  by 
a  blast,"  observed  a  gentleman  from  Ireland. 

"  Kicked  in  her  gallop  a  little,"  continued  the 
owner  of  the  cloth  shoe, 

"  And  has  crossed  Channel  with  about  as 
much  character  as  a  priest's  niece,"  added  he  of 
Connemara. 

"  No,  no,  gentlemen,"  exclaimed  the  sales- 
man's lady,  indignantly.  "  For  want  of  charity, 
you  ought  both  to  be  ashamed  of  yourselves. 
The  wicked  parson  professed  honourable  love, 
until   one   evening   he   betrayed   his    diabolical 
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intentions.  We  found  out,  although  with  con- 
siderable difficulty,  not  only  Miss  Montagu's 
name,  but  also  the  nefarious  particulars.  With 
all  the  majesty  of  insulted  virtue,  she  ordered  the 
reverend  delinquent  for  ever  from  her  presence — 
passed,  as  might  be  expected,  a  miserable  night 
— and  half-demented,  rushed  desperately  in  the 
morning  to  London  Bridge,  rashly  resolving  to 
commit  herself  and  sorrows  to  the  friendly  bosom 
of  the  Thames." 

"  Which  means,"  said  the  ruthless  owner  of 
the  gouty  shoe,  "  what  the  old  song  would  term, 
an  intention,  like  the  gentle  Ophelias,  of 

'  Going  to  Heaveu  by  water !'" 

"  Fortunately  her  guardian  angel — " 

"  Police  constable,  X.  No.  147,"  muttered  the 
man  in  the  cloth  shoe. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,  these  frequent  interruptions 
are  anything  but  polite.  Her  guardian  angel 
whispered  that  suicide  was  sinfid,  and — " 

"  Water  swells  a  man.  Jack  Falstaff  says — 
same  effect,  I  presume  in  feminine  cases  ?"  and 
again  the  proprietor  of  the  afflicted  foot  inter- 
rupted the  course  of  this  affecting  narrative, 
while  the  lady  frowned  and  proceeded — 

"In  an  agony  of  despair — in  fact,  she  is  un- 
conscious of  the  act  herself." 
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"  Ay — ay — that  is  commonly  the  consequence, 
when  young  gentlewomen  add  rum,  in  approved 
proportions,  to  their  morning  Congo.  Oh,  lord  ! 
such  a  twinge !  Would  to  Heaven  1  could  ex- 
change paddles  with  that  tramper." 

"  And  indeed,  sir,"  said  the  elderly  young 
lady,  "  I  wish  sincerely  that  your  gout  were 
transferred  from  your  toe  to  your  tongue.  Well, 
in  her  despair,  she  rushed  wildly  on  board  the 
"  Flirt,"  hid  herself  in  the  fore-cabin,  and  you 
are  all  acquainted  with  what  followed.  We 
have,  by  a  slight  and  general  contribution,  sup- 
plied a  few  necessary  articles  for  her  wardrobe, 
and  are  about  to  become  appUcants  to  you, 
gentlemen,  for  some  small  monetary  assistance  to 
enable  this  misguided  girl,  who  left  England  with 
no  other  possession  than  her  virtue — " 

Here  the  man  with  the  afflicted  toe  gave  a 
long  and  expressive  w^iistle. 

"  To  return  in  unblemished  purity  to  her  native 
land — and,  as  she  has  faithfully  promised,  seek 
that  parental  protection  which  she  so  incautiously 
abandoned." 

As  she  concluded  what  she  considered  a  very 
impressive  appeal  to  the  male  portion  of  the  com- 
pany, the  fair  advocate  provided  herself  with  a 
breakfast-plate,  and  proceeded  to  collect  the  rent. 
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All  came  down  with  their  respective  shillings,  save 
the  elderly  gentleman  with  the  infirm  toe — and 
he  made  no  demonstration  to  dip  into  the  pockets 
of  his  nether  habiliment.  The  fair  applicant 
vainly  essayed  to  evoke  "  melting  charity''  by  one 
of  her  most  seductive  smiles,  but,  as  the  result 
proved,  it  w^as  directed  at  an  adamantine  heart. 

"  I  am  not  a  man  of  feeling,  ma'am.  Oh ! 
d — n  the  gout !"  and  he  twitched  his  leg  convul- 
sively— "  What  a  lie  I  tell — I  never  gave  a  shil- 
ling in  my  life  but  once — and  that  was  well  laid 
out — it  being  to  assist  to  bury  a  Welsh  attorney. 
No,  no,  ma'am,  not  a  sou  to  save  her  from  a 
souse,  if  she  have  a  fancy  for  it,  in  the  harbour, 
which,  unfortunately,  she  did  not  accomplish  in 
the  Thames." 

The  plate-bearer  moved  off  in  despair — and,  as 
she  resumed  her  chair,  I  heard  her  mutter 
"  Savage  !" 

I  may  as  w^ell,  before  I  proceed  with  a  narra- 
tive of  my  own  adventures,  wind  up  the  history 
of  the  young  gentlewoman  in  the  soiled  mushn. 
She  was  duly  re-shipped  and  returned  next  day 
to  the  modern  Babylon, — and,  by  singular  evil 
luck,  and  in  a  month  afterwards,  I  personally 
encountered  her  once  more. 

I  am  no  frequenter  of  wax- works  or  Walhallas, 


318  ERIN-GO-BRAGH  ;    OR, 

eschewing  them  as  I  would  a  rat-pit  or  fancy 
benefit ;  but  one  afternoon,  I  was  surprised,  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  Haymarket,  by  a  shower  which 
bade  fair  to  uproot  the  pavement — sprang  into  a 
den  whose  open  door  seduced  me  to  seek  a  shelter 
— and,  when  too  late  to  retreat,  found  myself  in 
the  same  room  with  a  group  of  both  sexes,  de- 
signating themselves  tableaux  vivans.  Saints  and 
angels  !  there  stood  my  old  acquaintance,  Miss 
Montagu.     But  let  us  return  to  Boulogne. 

The  saucer-bearer  had  just  completed  the  tour 
of  the  breakfast-table,  and  proceeded  to  the  dor- 
mitory, where  virtue  in  distress  was  very  coolly 
selecting  an  assorted  portion  from  the  eleemosy- 
nary articles  contributed  by  the  fair  sympathisers, 
and  which,  as  she  fancied,  would  best  become 
her  on  the  homeward  voyage  of  to-morrow  ;  when 
my  loving  kinsman  entered  the  room,  having 
after  inquiries  at  divers  hostclries  of  fashionable 
reputation,  at  last  discovered  my  whereabouts. 
He  immediately  proposed  to  point  out  all  objects 
of  interest  that  the  place  laid  claim  to,  and  among 
which  the  population  was  certainly  not  the  least 
curious.  No  better  cicerone  could  be  found, — 
he  was  most  extensively  acquainted,  and  for 
everybody  we  encountered  had  some  familiar  ob- 
servation.     Had   I   not    declined   introductions 
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peremptorily,  I  believe  that  1  should,  and  before 
dinner-hour,  have  been  on  bowing  relations  with 
half  Boulogne,  and  permitted  to  select  from  half 
a  hundred  an  arm  to  rest  mine  upon,  in  whose 
proprietor  every  accomplishment  was  consoli- 
dated. 

"  You  see  that  showy  couple,"  said  ray  bear- 
leader,— "  quite  a  fresh  arrival.  That  is  Sir  Hugh 
Racket,  and  the  lady  leaning  on  his  arm  is  old 
Dobson's,  the  Brighton  banker's,  young  wife,  who 
levanted  with  him  about  a  week  ago.  They  are 
spending  the  honeymoon  at  the  Hotel  du  Nord, 
and  while  the  contents  of  her  jewel  case  lasts,  no 
doubt  their  connubial  felicity  will  be  undimi- 
nished. The  Baronet  is  only  rich  in  love,  for  he 
started  so  bare  in  the  metaUics  as  to  be  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  the  lady's  purse  to  defray  the 
second  turnpike.  That  rum-looking  fellow  in  the 
queer  hat  is  young  Dance,  who  used  to  drive  the 
piebald  four-in-hand.  He  hasn't  a  feather  left 
to  fly  with,  and  greeks  in  a  small  way  at  billiard- 
tables  and  silver  hells,  to  an  amount  scarce  suffi- 
cient to  keep  life  and  soul  together.  Observe 
that  well-dressed,  well-fed,  John-BiilHsh  looking 
personage.  He,  in  monetary  estimation,  is  the 
warmest  customer  in  the  place.  He  owes  the 
revenue  £50,000  in  penalties,  and  good-naturedly 
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expresses  a  hope  tliat  they  may  get  it  the  same 
day  upon  which  the  last  instahiieiit  of  the  National 
Debt  shall  be  discharged.  This  gentleman,  if 
industry  and  talent  should  be  rewarded,  deserved 
a  statue  in  place  of  everlasting  deportation.  He 
was  a  fabricator  of  British  brandy — and  his  still 
was  so  ingeniously  constructed,  that,  by  the 
agency  of  a  double  pipe,  while  one  contributed  to 
the  expenses  of  the  realm,  with  the  other  he 
operated  upon  his  own  account.  Accident'  oi 
treachery  interrupted  a  prosperous  trade — and, 
poor  man  !  when  looking  to  a  speedy  and  honour- 
able independence,  his  career  was  prematurely 
closed.  In  a  few  years  he  could  have  sought  an 
oiium  cum  dignitate,  with  probably  the  better 
portion  of  half  a  million  ;  but,  alas  !  all  he  saved 
from  the  wreck  when  he  levanted,  was  something 
about  £:2  5,^^00.  That  stout  gentlewoman  with 
the  macaw"  plume,  leaning  on  that  SAvaggering 
fellow  awfully  whiskered,  was  taken  from  an  East 
end  theatre  by  a  high  City  functionary,  and  kept 
in  first  rate  style,  until  the  old  gentleman  broke 
down  in  the  late  railway  bubble-bursting,  and 
was  stagged  to  the  tune  of  some  two  or  three 
hundred  thousand.  She,  however,  proved  herself 
no  fool :  for,  while  all  with  the  worthy  alderman 
was  sunshine,  she  made  hay,  and  contrived  to 
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feather  her  nest  pretty  snugly.  She  possesses 
an  excellent  house  in  the  upper  town,  and  keeps 
that  most  respectable  gentleman,  who  was  dis- 
gracefully kicked  out  of  the  — th  regiment  for 
cheating  with  marked  cards  at  ecarte. 

"  But  observe  that  youthful  couple  who  have 
just  turned  the  corner  of  the  street,  returning 
from  their  customary  walk  on  the  pier ;  they  are 
the  grand  wonder  of  the  place — for  without  visi- 
ble means  of  any  kind,  and  in  a  locality  where 
the  order  of  transactions  is  generally  "pitch  and 
pay,"  they  manage  to  get  on  pretty  comfortably. 
If  scandal  may  be  trusted,  a  blinder  husband  was 
never  blessed  with  a  handsomer  helpmate.  He 
has  the  honour  to  be  our  loving  countryman,  and 
dates  his  nativity  from  the  pleasant  town  of 
Athlone,  where  his  father  is  a  whiskey-seller.  She 
is  a  native  of  Cockayne,  and  was  considered  a 
smart  hand  at  regenerating  Dunstable  bonnets. 
They  met — God  knows  how — at  Margate,  I  be- 
lieve ;  and  while  she  passed  for  an  heiress,  he 
modestly  mentioned  himself  as  being  in  direct 
remainder  to  half  a  barony  in  the  county  Galway. 
The  take-in  was  mutually  complete,  and  detected 
on  both  sides,  in  a  day  or  two ;  but  instead  of  idle 
recrimination,  they  laughed  heartily  at  the  affair, 
and  agreed  to  exercise  their  respective  talents  for 

p  3 
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mutual  advantage.  They  operate  together,  and 
hunt  quietly  in  couples.  He  catches  his  hare  on 
landing  from  the  steamer — meaning  by  the  ani- 
mal, any  biped  possessed  of  a  little  cash,  and  the 
more  simplicity,  the  better. 

"  And  now  with  a  short  summary  of  general 
information,  I  shall  end  my  part  of  Mentor. 
In  this  marine  retirement  you  are  neither  obliged 
to  accept  a  bill  for  a  person  to  whom  you  have 
touched  hats  but  yesterday,  nor  to  join  another 
in  a  bond  with  whom  you  crossed  Channel  in 
the  packet.  You  need  not  go  to  Ducape's  in  a 
wig  and  sword  ;  nor  are  you  amenable  to  crim- 
inal proceedings  for  offering  a  shopkeeper  one- 
third  of  the  sum  demanded  for  an  article  of 
bijouterie.  It  is  not  imperative  on  you  to  ex- 
change shots  upon  the  sands  with  eyevy  French 
mililaire  who  asserts  that  the  British  army  were 
cow-hided  to  their  heart's  content  at  Waterloo. 
Ladies  may  cheapen  a  bouquet  in  the  flower- 
market,  without  the  production  of  a  marriage 
certificate,  and  you  have  merely  to  stump  up 
your  three  francs  at  the  table  d'hote,  and  no 
enquiry  will  be  made  whether  your  assets  are 
derived  from  Hammersleys  or  Smith  and  Payne. 
Indeed,  so  long  as  "  the  rowdy'  is  forthcoming, 
strangers  are  considered   objects   of  public  in- 
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terest,   and   as    such,    cherislied,    boarded,    and 
taken  in." 

"  What  a  blessinoj  it  is  for  a  rambler  Hke 
myself  to  have  his  fidus  Achates,  meaning  you, 
to  rest  upon  when  required,"  I  observed  to  my 
Connemara  cousin. 

"  Egad  1  although  I  anticipate  trouble  from 
you,  no  man,  as  1  beheve,  in  all  variety  of  cala- 
mities, has  been  more  placed  in  requisition  by 
his  friends,  than  your  humble  servant.  It  is 
only  a  fortnight  since,  that  I  was  knocked  up  at 
two  ante  meridiem,  to  extricate  Bob  O'Hara 
from  the  centre  of  a  scrape.  The  wind-up  was 
rather  comical ;  and  as,  for  want  of  better,  it 
may  point  a  moral,  I'll  oblige  you  with  the  par- 
ticulars. 

"  Bob's  a  good  fellow,  take  him  all  in  all ; 
but  he  dotes  upon  an  argument,  and  is  a  devilish 
deal  more  liberal  with  his  opinions  than  his 
cash.  I  never  knew,  if  any  body  was  disap- 
pointed in  receipt  of  a  remittance.  Bob,  when 
the  accident  occurred,  to  be  master  of  a  five-franc 
piece — but  still  he  has  a  fancy  for  monetary 
operations,  and  were  there  a  collection  of  old 
clothesmen  investigating  a  recent  failure  in  Bag 
Fair,  he  would  contrive  to  slip  into  the  discus- 
sion, and  take  an  active  part. 
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"  When  Bob,  in  mortal  trepidation,  and  pale 
as  if  lie  were  no  longer  in  the  flesh,  made  his 
appearance  at  my  bed-side,  he  explained  that, 
the  night  before,  he  had  differed  with  a  sous- 
lieutenant  at  a  cheap  cafe,  touching  the  battle 
of  Mont  St.  Jean.  The  soldier  vouched  that  the 
thing  was  what  the  Fancy  call,  a  cross  —  that 
Grouchy  had  sold  the  fight,  and  made  all  safe 
for  a  sporting  figure — that  he  took  care  not  to 
come  to  time  ;  and,  consequently,  that  poor  Nap 
was  done  to  a  turn.  Mr.  O'Hara,  contra,  as- 
serted that  the  fight  was  a  fair  stand-up  one — 
there  w^as  a  clear  ring,  no  favour,  and  the  best 
man  won,  as  he  deserved  to  do — Napoleon  was 
regularly  pohshed  off,  and  therefore  Wellington 
took  up  the  tin,  as  he  ought  to  do.  Off  went 
the  Frenchman  in  high  dudgeon,  and  while  my 
excellent  countryman  was  pluming  himself  on 
his  victory,  and  also  preparing  to  depart,  in 
rushed  the  sous-lieutenant,  accompanied  by  half- 
a-dozen  brethren  of  the  blade,  all  vowing  ven- 
geance, and  clamorous  for  being  the  chosen 
instrument  by  whose  hand  the  defamer  of  the 
invincible  commander  who  had  never  lost  a 
battle  in  his  life,  should  be  demolished  with  the 
least  possible  delay.  No  explanation  or  apology 
would  be  listened  to — there  must  be  a  fight  and 
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no  mistake — all  required,  individually  and  collec- 
tively, personal  satisfaction  from  Bob,  the  tra- 
ducer  of  the  ex -Emperor,  and  the  only  lenity 
that  would  be  conceded  to  the  offender  was  a 
gracious  permission  to  commence  hostilities  with 
the  sous-lieutenant ;  and  should  he  survive  the 
opening  set-to,  he  might  pick  anybody  of  the  batch 
that  he  would  next  prefer  to  shy  his  castor  at. 
"  The  column"  was  appropriately  named  as  the 
whereabouts,  and  five,  temps  militaire,  was  the 
time  appointed  for  coming  in  the  morning  to  the 
scratch. 

'•  '  What  the  devil  would  you  have  me  do?' 
said  my  countryman,  in  an  agony  of  alarm. 
"  Am  I  to  be  carbonadoed  by  six  truculent 
ruffians,  and  murdered  out-and-out,  because  I 
won't  falsify  history,  and  swear  that  the  French 
won  Waterloo  ?  What,  my  dear  fellow,  would 
you  have  me  do?' 

" '  Be  off  before  cock-crow  in  the  diligence, 
and  after  your  intended  visit  to  Paris,  return  to 
'  mcrrie  England'  by  any  route  but  by  Bou- 
loo;ne.' 

"  He  shook  my  hand  affectionately,  approved 
heartily  my   advice,  wished  me  toutes  sortes  de 
prosperite,  and  left  me  to  fulfil  his  destinies. 
"  I  heard  no  more  of  him   until  a  despatch 
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from  the  capital  announced  that  lie  had  reached 
it  safely.  No  bullet  had  made  a  lodgement  in 
his  intestines,  no  small-sword  taken  liberties  with 
the  pericardium.  Plis  evasion,  however,  was  a 
critical  and  nice  operation  ;  and  no  levanter  was 
more  indebted  to  good  luck  for  escaping  conse- 
quences which  might  have  concluded  history  and 
journey  together,  than  my  fugitive  friend.  We 
shall  condense  the  official  account  of  his  re- 
treat. 

"  Morning  was  faintly  breaking,  when,  in  fear 
and  trembling  my  loving  countryman  ensconced 
himself  in  the  "  leathern  conveniency,"  and 
placing  faith  in  a  close  travelling-cap,  and  a 
cloak  buttoned  to  the  chin,  he  flattered  himself 
that  he  should  avoid  recognition.  Presently, 
another  passenger  hopped  in,  and,  muffled  as 
Mr.  O'Hara  was,  the  stranger,  in  the  mystic 
arrangement  of  his  habiliments,  totally  surpassed 
him.  Bob  exhibited  the  extreme  point  of  the 
nasal  organ,  and  one  eye — but  the  stranger's 
proboscis  was  hidden  in  his  shawl ;  and,  for  all 
that  was  discoverable,  it  might  have  boasted  a 
Roman  development,  or  have  been  retroussed  to 
a  smart  cock.  He  might,  moreover,  be  one- 
eyed  or  cross-eyed, — and  as  to  the  colour  of  the 
optic,  it  might  have  been  black,  brown,  or  grey, 
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ior  green  spectacles  involved  that  point  in  total 
mystery.  Each  passenger  took  his  position  at 
a  window,  and  from  opposite  sides  many  an 
anxious  peep-out  was  slily  taken  by  both  until 
the  barriers  were  passed  ;  and  then,  and  not  till 
then,  did  the  early  travellers  prepare  to  take  a 
snooze.  Having  adopted  an  agreeable  re- 
cumbency, they  slept,  or  pretended  to  sleep. 

"  The  morning  being  warm,  and  my  friend's 
courage  being  tolerably  restored,  he  disencum- 
bered himself  from  some  of  his  multitudinous 
protectives  that  defied  cold,  but  absolutely 
threatened  suff'ocation.  The  traveller,  his  vis-a- 
vis,  panted  also  for  fresh  air ;  and  he  too  gra- 
dually disclosed  the  light  of  his  countenance  ;  and 
when  the  diligence  stopped  at  the  first  stage, 
the  levanters  were  mutually  presented  to  each 
other.  The  sous-lieutenant  who  half-an-hour 
before  should  have  been  at  the  column  of  Napo- 
leon, what  the  devil  was  he  doing  in  a  diligence, 
half  a  day's  march  from  the  scene  of  action? 
While,  what  excuse  could  Mr.  O'Hara  offer? 
He  should,  ere  now,  have  been  either  despatched, 
or  a  dcspatcher ;  and  when  he  should  have  been 
maintaining  with  lead  and  iron  his  heretical 
opinions  touching  the  AVaterloo  wind-up,  here 
was   he  taking  his    ease,    swathed  in  as  many 
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external  defences  against  morning  cold  as  a 
mummy  before  nnrolment !  Neither  could  offer 
an  excuse — and  both  laughed  heartily  at  the 
pleasant  termination  of  an  affair  of  honour, 
which,  according  to  the  code  of  the  O'Trigger 
school,  should  have  been  a  Vouirance  transac- 
tion from  first  to  last — ^a  matter  embracing  as 
radical  destruction  on  all  concerned  as  the  battle 
of  Chevy  Chace,  or  that  well  authenticated  set-to 
between  the  Kilkenny  cats  in  a  saw-pit,  in  which 
the  mutual  demolition  was  so  complete,  that  of 
the  defunct  animals  no  relic  in  the  morning 
could  be  found  but  the  moiety  of  a  tail,  and  not 
so  much  hair  as  would  stuff  a  pincushion. 

No  event,  for  many  a  month  before,  caused 
such  a  sensation  in  Boulogne  as  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  the  tourist  and  the  man  of 
war.  It  was  at  first  supposed  that  both  had 
perished  in  the  encounter,  but,  as  dead  men 
cannot  conveniently  inter  each  other,  had  they 
mutually  shuffled  off  their  mortal  coils,  a  dis- 
covery of  the  bodies  would  have  revealed  the 
secret.  Again,  the  scene  of  this  sanguinary 
conflict  was  conjectured  to  have  been  beside 
the  harbour ;  and,  on  the  ninth  day,  when 
bodies  are  expected  to  come  to  the  surface, 
the  pier  was  fashionably  crowded,  in  expectation 
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of  perceiving  one  or  both  of  the  missing  gentlemen 
springing,  selon  la  regie,  from  below  to  tacitly 
demand  Christian  sepulture  from  the  spectators. 
At  last,  however,  it  became  known  that  both 
the  missing  ones  were  actually  in  the  flesh ; 
and  a  couple  of  elopements,  the  fresh  arrival 
of  sundry  single  gentlemen  and  their  wives — a 
scandal  case  of  surpassing  interest — the  detec- 
tion of  one  Corinthian  in  the  act  of  transmuting 
metals,  and  another  while  engraving  a  plate  for 
assignats — a  few  common-place  forgeries — the 
discovery  of  some  silver  spoons  in  the  reticule 
of  a  fair  fiancee,  and  abstracted  at  a  fete  dan- 
sante,  from  a  friend's  supper-table ; — these,  and 
divers  matters  of  equal  interest,  engaged  the 
attention  of  the  Boulognese ;  and  the  names  of 
Lieutenant  La  Cloche  and  Robert  O'Hara, 
Esq.,  faded  from  men's  memory  like  those  of 
Brummel  and  the  Black  Prince,  the  inventor 
of  the  self-igniting  catamaran,  and  the  patentee 
of  the  asbestos  over-coat,  in  which  the  wearer 
could  have  remained  in  perfect  comfort  when 
the  Tower  armoury  was  reduced  to  ashes,  and, 
while  six-pounders  were  in  a  state  of  fusion, 
have  continued  the  while  a  simple  looker-on, 
and  cool  as  a  cucumber. 
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MEMOIR  OF  THE  REV.  ROBERT  HOGG. 


Poets  and  philosophers  ever  have  been,  and 
ever  will  be,  persons  of  extraordinary  appearance  : 
an  exterior  stamp  brands  them  as  a  distinct 
species,  and,  in  the  great  family  of  man,  severs 
them  from  the  common  herd.  A  born  poet  is 
expected  to  be  lame,  lickety,  or  awry ;  and 
should  he  haply  possess  the  use  of  his  limbs, 
some  organic  defect  must  act  as  a  countervailing 
infirmity,  and  mark  him  from  the  many.  Hence, 
if  he  be  not  half  blind,  he  must  occasionally  be 
whole  mad ;  or,  at  least,  if  he  keep  caste,  he 
must  afiPect  the  one  or  the  other  at  fit  seasons. 

Philosophers  are  different  altogether.  "Unkempt 
hair,"  soiled  linen,  and  a  constitutional  aversion 
to  soap  and  water,  are  the  grand  requisites  which 
characterise  this  erudite  species  of  the  body 
politic.  No  matter  to  what  school  the  individual 
appertaineth,  a  well-shaped  garment  is  his  abomi- 
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nation ;  and  to  the  thorough-bred  savant  "  a 
shocking  bad  hat "  is  indispensable  as  an  air- 
pump. 

Generally,  poets  and  philosophers  are,  after 
their  kind,  good  and  jolly  souls.  They  eschew 
their  potations,  eat,  drink,  and  get  merry,  like 
ordinary  mortals ;  and,  bating  an  incurable 
prolixity  and  desperate  attachment  to  quotation, 
in  every-day  society  the  men  pass  currently 
enough. 

Two  luminaries  of  the  same  name,  but  op- 
posite species,  have  not  long  since  paid  the  debt 
of  nature.  James  Hogg,  the  shepherd,  was 
extensively  known.  His  native  talent,  his  od- 
dities, and  the  accidental  circumstances  which 
threw  him  among  those  who  elicited  and  fostered 
the  rough  uncultivated  sparklings  of  his  genius, 
obtained  for  the  Ettrick  bard  considerable  no- 
toriety ;  while  the  philosopher,  sui  generis,  the 
more  remarkable  personage  of  the  twain,  sank 
to  the  grave  "  unhonoured  and  unsung." 

Robert,  or,  as  he  was  more  familiarly  called, 
Robin  Hogg,  was  the  son  of  a  dissenting  minister, 
and  educated  for  the  profession  of  his  father. 
That  he  was  a  man  of  both  talent  and  acquire- 
ments, his  subsequent  appointment  to  be  as- 
sistant astronomer  in  the  observatory  of  Armagh, 
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with  a  small  country  congregation  a  short  distance 
from  the  city,  Avould  sufficiently  establish.  In 
Cockle  Hill,  as  his  meeting-house  was  named, 
his  ministry  commenced  and  closed :  there  the 
noiseless  tenor  of  his  way  passed  on,  and  to 
the  grave  he  carried  the  respect  and  affections 
of  his  people. 

Robin's  outer  man  was  rather  remarkable. 
He  was  a  stout,  burly,  plain-looking  personage, 
dressed  in  black  clothes  of  a  very  peculiar  cut, 
with  a  broad-leafed  hat,  and  silver  shoe-buckles 
of  laro-e  dimensions.  His  walk  was  a  singular 
sort  of  swing :  his  thumbs  were  generally  in- 
serted in  the  waistband  of  his  nether  habiliment, 
and,  as  he  rolled  along,  no  stranger  would  pass 
on  without  turning  to  have  a  second  look  at 
the  astronomer. 

Robin,  like  his  namesake  the  bard,  was  ut- 
terly ignorant  of  the  world.  His  situation  as 
a  man  of  science  frequently  introduced  him  into 
the  upper  orders  of  society ;  but,  from  his  own 
confessions,  Hogg  always  approached  those  of 
higher  rank  with  alarm  and  distrust,  and  ever 
felt  a  relief  when  the  professional  interview  had 
terminated. 

With  all  Hogg's  simplicity,  he  was,  in  his 
way,   a  wag.     He  could  perceive  absurdity  in 


IRISH    LIFE    PICTURE?-.  333 

others,  and  slyly,  and  without  suspicion,  elicit  a 
laugh  at  their  expense.  One  very  learned  lady, 
whom  he  met  accidentally  at  a  dinner- 
party, bored  the  company  for  an  hour  with  a 
scientific  disquisition  touching  the  virtues  of 
recent  discoveries  in  medicine  made  by  the 
French  chemists,  and  more  than  once  appealed 
to  Robin,  to  obtain  the  accordant  opinion  of  that 
"  learned  pundit."  Hogg,  on  being  hard 
pressed,  fairly  pleaded  general  ignorance. 
"  Since  I  have  been  a  man,  my  lady,  I  never 
tasted  pill  nor  powder." 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Hogg  !  And  why,  may  I  ask, 
have  you  this  dislike  to  medicine  ?" 

"  Why,  faith,  my  lady,  I  got  so  much  from 
my  mother  when  a  boy,  that  I  never  could  abide 
it  afterwards." 

"  Was  her  treatment  simple,  Mr.  Hogg  ?" 

"  Simple  enough,  my  lady.  She  had  but  two 
remedies  in  the  world  for  every  disease  incident 
to  man ;  she  gave  '  Robin  run  the  hedge'  at 
night,  and  'Bog  bean'  in  the  morning.  One 
she  called  '  a  striker  out,'  and  the  other  she 
named  '  a  sweetener  ;'  and  with  four  courses  in 
the  year  which  I  underwent,  no  wonder,  madam, 
I  dread  the  appearance  of  a  drug." 

The  ludicrous  simplicity  of  Mrs.  Hogg's  prac- 
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tice  of  physic  produced  a  general  laugh,  and  the 
fair  empiric  never  appealed  to  the  astronomer 
again. 

To  a  very  odd  exterior,  Hogg  united  a  nasal 
drawl  in  speaking,  and  the  most  impertm^bable 
gravity  of  countenance.  When  all  were  in  a 
roar,  Robin  never  relaxed  a  muscle.  After 
supper, — his  favourite  hour  for  story-telling, — 
then  was  he  in  his  richest  vein.  Generally  him- 
self the  hero  of  the  tale,  the  quaintness  of  his 
manner  was  irresistible  ;  and  his  anecdotes  had 
a  poignancy  which  neither  effort  nor  imitation 
could  pruduce. 

The  earliest  event  in  Hogg's  life  which  he 
deemed  worthy  of  record  was  his  being  sent 
from  home  to  the  grammar-school  of  Armagh. 
His  father's  income  was  too  narrow  to  permit 
Robin  being  entered  on  the  establishment, 
and  board  and  lodging  were  taken  for  him  at 
the  house  of  an  elderly  spinster.  But  his  abode 
there  was  short.  On  the  appointed  day  he  pre- 
sented himself  for  the  inspection  of  Miss  M'Cul- 
lagh,  and  she  was  pleased  to  say,  that  "  my 
behaviour  was  modest  and  becoming."  Dinner 
came.  A  huge  roast  goose  smoked  upon  the 
board,  and  when  he  had  said  grace,  the  anti- 
quated virgin  requested  Hogg  to  cut  the  bird 
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up.  Through  life  Robin  was  gifted  with  an 
excellent  appetite  ;  and  at  seventeen,  and  after  a 
six-mile  walk,  he  must  have  been  a  first-rate 
trencherman.  "I  helped  her,"  quoth  Robin, 
"to  a  wing,  and  I  took  another  and  a  leg 
myself.  She  was  but  a  poor  feeder,  and  I  cut 
off  the  other  leg,  with  a  shaving  off  the  breast. 
]\Iiss  M'Cullagh  would  eat  no  more,  sol  finished 
what  was  on  the  breast,  and  then  picked  the 
pinions  and  the  back-bone.  This  finished  the 
goose,  and  I  rose  and  returned  a  blessing.  She 
hardly  waited  till  it  was  over. '  "  Robin,"  says 
she,  "  I  wish  you  well,  but  God  protect  us  from 
such  a  cormorant !  Return  to  your  father, 
honest  man  :  tell  him  I  would  na'  tak  four  times 
your  fee  and  feed  ye.  Why,  man,  if  I  gave  you 
goose,  you  would  eat  me  out  of  house  and  home 
within  the  quarter  !  —And,"  he  continued, 
"  greatly  to  my  mother's  surprise,  I  was  back 
with  her  that  night  for  supper." 

After  finishing  his  college  course,  Hogg  was 
ordained,  and  accepted  an  invitation  to  visit  a 
brother  divine  named  Dickey.  That  visit  had 
nearly  proved  an  unfortunate  one. 

"  I  had  been  with  him  three  days,"  as 
Hogg  used  to  narrate  it,  "  preached  on  the 
Sabbath,  and  my  sermon  gave  great  satisfaction. 
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Well,  after  dinner,  as  the  evening  was  long,  Mr. 
Dickey  proposed,  when  we  had  taken  our  punch, 
that  we  should  ride  over  to  see  the  colliery ;  to  ■ 
which  I  unluckily  consented.     He  had  a  head- 
strong horse,  and  I  a  mighty  bad  bridle.     Well, 
we  got  on  pretty  well  going  ;  but  on  our  return, 
Dickey's  horse  ran  away,    and  mine  ran  after 
him.     The  road  home  was  through  the  town  of 
Bally  castle  ;  and   when  we  got  there,  we  were 
both  galloping  as  if  for  life  and  death.     Every- 
body ran  to  the  doors,  and,  taking  it  for  granted 
that  we  were  running  a  race,  the  remarks  they 
made  were  very  disagreeable.     The  old  weemen, 
(as  Hogg  always  pronounced  the  word,)  roared, 
'  Och,   man !     look   at  the   drunken  probation- 
ers !'     Some  called  out,   '  Dickey,  you're  bate !' 
and  others  shouted,   '  Stick  him  with  the  spurs, 
and  you'll  win  yet !'     We  never  stopped  till  we 
reached    home,    and   I   thought  I  would   have 
dropped  off  with  vexation.     Mr.  Dickey  made 
light   of  the  business;  but   I  was  not  without 
my  doubts — and  next  Sabbath  confirmed  them. 
"  We  arrived  at  the  meeting-house,  and  there 
were   the   elders    assembled    before    the    door. 
Dickey  turned  white  as  a  sheet  when  the  oldest 
man  charged  us  with  being  drunk  on  Sunday, 
and  giving  cause  for  scandal,  by  running  races. 
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like  merry-andrevvs.  After  a  long  lecture,  he 
said,  that,  in  consequence  of  our  youth,  the 
elders  had  consented  to  let  us  off  with  a  public 
rebuke.  To  my  surprise,  Dickey  admitted  his 
offence,  and  acquiesced  willingly ;  but  I  de- 
clared, that  as  I  was  not  of  their  presbytery, 
they  should  not  pass  censure  upon  me.  They 
would  have  insisted  on  it,  but  I  was  deter- 
mined ;  and  it  ended  in  Dickey  being  rebuked 
alone.  '  I  wondered  at  his  want  of  spirit,  and 
when  worship  was  over  and  we  were  returning 
home,  1  charged  him  with  meanness.  '  Friend 
Robin,'  says  Dickey,  '  what  you  say  is  very 
right ;  and  had  I  been  as  you  were,  I  might 
have  rebelled  too :  but  the  truth  is.  Brother 
Hogg,  there  were  four  or  five  wee  things  against 
me  before  ;  and  from  having  you  for  a  compa- 
nion, I  knew  I  never  would  get  off  so  cheap. 
The  rebuke  cleared  old  scores,  and  all's  off  my 
back,  like  water  off  a  wild  duck.' " 

Hogg's  ministry  seemed  never  fated  to  be 
brilliant.  Pulpit  eloquence  was  not  among  his 
gifts  ;  and  from  his  quiet  charge  at  Cockle  Hill, 
Robin  was  never  called  to  any  other.  Upon 
his  preaching  talents,  Hogg  did  not  plume  him- 
self;  and,  with  irresistible  naivete,  he  used  thus 
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to  recount  the  failure  of  bis  ])ovvers  of  per- 
suasion. 

A  congregation  in  his  vicinity  had  lost  their 
teacher,  and  differed  touching  the  selection  of  a 
successor.  The  parties  were  pretty  equal, — the 
dispute  waxed  desperate.  War  to  the  knife 
was  declared,  and  at  last  the  Capulets  and  Mon- 
tagues would  not  even  listen  to  any  probationer 
proposed  by  the  other  side.  The  meeting-house 
became  a  bear-garden :  all  was  clamour  and 
discord,  and  the  synod  resolved  to  place  the 
appointment  in  abeyance,  and  supply  them  with 
placed  ministers  until  their  passions  might  cool 
down  and  some  compromise  be  happily  effected. 
Among  many  others,  Hogg  was  deputed  to 
assist ;  and  he  prepared  a  sermon  with  great 
care,  inculcating  Christian  charity  and  forbear- 
ance. 

"  Well,  I  preached  it,"  as  he  would  say, 
"  and,  I  thought,  with  considerable  effect.  Wor- 
ship being  ended,  I  mounted  my  horse  to  ride 
home.  There  were  two  high  hedges  I  had  to 
pass  between,  and  I  was  just  imagining  that  the 
parties  were  reconciled  and  their  call  had  been 
unanimous,  when  a  shower  of  stones  flew  round 
me  like  a  flight  of  sparrows.  I  galloped  off; 
but,   quickly  as  I  went,  I  coidd  overhear  that  in 
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whatever  else  they  differed,  on  one  point,  at 
least,  each  party  was  agreed ;  for  from  botli  sides 
of  the  hedge  they  united  in  the  same  cry,  '  To 
h —  with  Hogg  and  his  Christian  forbearance  !' 

Hogg  was  married,  but  had  no  children  ;  and 
wherever  he  went,  his  wife  and  a  confidential 
servant  were  always  his  companions.  He  often 
made  excursions — the  vehicle  a  low-backed  Irish 
car,  with  a  huge  hamper  stuffed  with  hams, 
hung  beef,  roast  fowls,  and,  of  course,  liquids  in 
due  proportion.  He  stopped  when  the  time  for 
repose  approached,  and,  with  patriarchal  simpli- 
city, abode  there,  with  his  "  servant  and  his 
hand-maid." 

Hitherto  we  have  seen  Hogg  as  a  preacher 
only,  but  a  more  curious  development  of  his 
character  will  appear ;  and  probably  the  most 
remarkable  of  his  singularities  was  a  thorough 
behef  in  apparitions.  He  dreaded  spectres  mor- 
tally, and  nothing  but  urgent  business  would 
tempt  him  to  move  out  after  dark.  But  his 
situation  as  assistant  astronomer  called  him  fre- 
quently to  the  observatory  at  unseasonable  hours. 
The  building  was  some  distance  from  his  dwel- 
ling, and  the  road  lay  through  an  enclosed  space, 
called  "The  Mall,"  which,  though  much  fre- 
quented in  "  garish  day,"  was  lonely  and  deserted 
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after  sunset.  Here  Robin  miglit  be  occasionally 
encountered  by  some  midnight  reveller,  preceded 
by  his  man  John,  carrying  an  immense  lamp, 
whose  ample  lens  flung  a  wide  sheet  of  light 
over  the  common  ;  the  astronomer  keeping  close 
behind,  guarded  against  cold  by  a  huge  wrap- 
ping coat,  and  armed  with  a  rusty  broadsword ; 
while  "  maids  who  love  the  moon"  fled  from  the 
philosopher's  lantern,  and  the  nursemaid  in  alarm 
closed  the  window,  leaving  the  dragoon's  love- 
tale  half  told,  who  surlily  retreated  before  "  the 
slave  of  the  lamp,"  consigning  Robin  and  the 
comet  to  perdition. 

Although  thus  professionally  exposed  to  noc- 
turnal encounters  with  "  black  spirits  and  grey," 
Hogg  admitted  that  he  never  had  a  fair  and 
satisfactory  interview  with  aught  "  shadowy  and 
unreal"  but  once ;  and  he  used  thus  to  narrate 
the  particulars  : — 

Immediately  before  the  great  comet  appeared 
in  1813,  Doctor  Hamilton  the  head  astronomer, 
who  had  been  for  some  time  in  bad  health,  de- 
clined rapidly,  and  died.  His  successor  had  not 
been  appointed,  and  the  whole  duty  of  watch 
and  ward  devolved,  consequently,  on  the  minister 
of  Cockle  Hill.  At  last  the  comet  made  its 
debut,  and,   "  as   was   his   wont,"  honest  Robin 
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"  came  most  carefully  upon  his  hour,"  to  make 
his  midnight  observations.  That  night  he  was 
alone,  and  he  would  have  given  a  Jew's  eye  for 
a  companion.  .All  was  silent  as  the  grave — 
"  not  a  mouse  stirring."  Hogg's  heart  beat 
loud,  and  the  click  of  the  pendulum  beside  him 
fell  like  a  sledge-stroke  on  an  anvil.  "  When  I 
thought  of  the  poor  doctor,"  quoth  Hogg,  "  I 
felt  very  uneasy ;  his  last  hours  had  been  dis- 
turbed by  uncertainty,  and  his  mind  was  made 
very  uncomfortable,  for  he  died  in  great  doubt 
whether  the  comet's  tail  was  hollow  or  solid." 
Other  circumstances  attended  the  astronomer's 
exit  from  this  earthly  ball  which  were  more  than 
suspicious,  and  his  favourite  telescope  disap- 
peared the  very  night  on  which  he  was  com- 
mitted to  his  kindred  clay. 

All  these  things  considered,  it  was  no  wonder 
that  Hogg  felt  alarmed.  He  had  to  ascend  to 
the  top  of  the  building  :  and  to  do  this,  he  must 
pass  the  door  of  an  apartment  constantly  occu- 
pied by  the  defunct  astronomer.  Slowly  he 
mounted  the  stairs,  and  on  reaching  the  landing- 
place,  there,  by  everything  sidereal,  was  the  dead 
doctor  standing,  in  propria  persona,  and  the 
missing  telescope  snug  under  his  arm ! 

"  Good-night  to  you,  Robin  !"  said  the  ghost. 
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"  Ah,  then,  doctor  dear,  is  that  you  ?" 

"  In  troth  it  is,  Robin,"  said  the  spectre. 

"  I'm  greatly  afraid.  Doctor  Hamilton,  you're 
not  to  say  couifortable  where  you  are,"  muttered 
Hogg. 

"  As  to  that,  Robin,"  says  the  ghost,  "  we'll 
say  nothing  one  way  or  other.  I  came  to  tell 
you  that  the  tail's  boast  as  a  cane ;  and  mind, 
Robin,  that  I  returned  the  reflector." 

"  With  that,"  Hogg  used  to  say,  "  Doctor 
Hamilton  vanished ;  and  when  I  looked  about, 
the  lost  telescope  was  lying  in  the  corner !" 

In  general,  Hogg  was  extremely  obhging, 
courteous  to  strangers  who  visited  the  observa- 
tory, and  ready  to  explain  to  them  the  uses  of 
the  various  instruments.  But  at  times  his  pa- 
tience was  sorely  taxed,  and  the  fair  sex,  alas  ! 
were  found  occasionally  rather  troublesome.  To 
one  lady  he  gave  mortal  offence.  It  was  on  an 
occasion  when 

"  The  moist  star 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands. 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse." 

On  the  morning  of  this  occurrence  it  was  inti- 
mated to  the  philosopher  that  the  observatory 
would  be  honoured  by  a  visit  fi'om  the  Primate, 
accompanied  by   sundry  noble   guests.     Robin 
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was  consequently  in  a  desperate  fuss.  John 
brushed  his  best  coat,  his  wife  gave  an  extra 
poHsh  to  the  silver  shoe-buckles,  and  off  he 
started  to  prepare  for  the  reception  of  the  head 
of  the  church.  Just  then,  a  maid  servant  ran 
after  him,  bawling,  "  Mr.  Hogg  !  Mr.  Hogg  !" 

"  I  can't  stop,"  returned  the  astronomer. 

"  Wait  only  five  minutes,"  rejoined  the  spider- 
brusher,  "and  my  mistress  will  go  with  you  to 
the  echpse." 

"  Go  'long  home,"  replied  Robin,  "  and  tell 
your  mistress  that  to-day  I'll  have  nothing  to 
say  to  weemen,  good  nor  bad  !" 

The  message  was  literally  delivered,  and  Hogg 
to  the  day  of  his  death  remained  unforgiven. 

As  a  public  personage,  the  minister  of  Cockle 
Hill  was  equally  eccentric.  It  so  happened  that 
Hogg  was  moderator  of  the  synod  of  Ulster  in 
the  memorable  year  when  the  royal  visit  to  Ire- 
land was  paid  by  George  the  Fourth  ;  and  in  his 
official  situation  he  headed  a  deputation  from  the 
Presbyterians  of  the  North,  with  a  congratula- 
tory address  to  "the  best-wigged  prince  in 
Christendom."  On  this  important  errand  he 
travelled  to  the  metropolis  on  the  old  car,  accom- 
panied and  provisioned  as  usual  ;  and  his  unpre- 
tending turn-out  was  seen  making  its  way  down 
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Srickville-street  among  a  crovvd  of  splendid 
equipages,  while  Hogg,  his  helpmate,  and  his 
man  expressed  their  opinions  on  all  they  saw 
with  a  simplicity  that  elicited  peals  of  laughter 
from  persons  who  occasionally  overheard  their 
remarks. 

But  though  the  journey  had  been  thus  for- 
tunately accomplished,  the  dangerous  portion  of 
the  expedition  remained  to  be  achieved.  The 
travellers  had  esteemed  themselves  "  wise  in 
their  generation"  in  coming  provisioned,  as  if 
the  capital  had  been  declared  in  a  state  of 
blockade ;  but,  unhappily,  where  they  should 
bestow  themselves  on  their  arrival  had  hitherto 
never  cost  a  thought,  and  only  on  entering 
the  city  did  that  thought  at  last  obtrude.  As 
they  proceeded,  obscure  hotels  and  houses  of 
refreshment,  under  divers  appellations,  were  tried 
in  vain  ;  and  more  than  once,  from  the  general 
appearance  of  the  party,  the  inquiry  was  sup- 
posed an  excuse  for  sinister  purposes  to  gain 
admission  to  the  hall,  and  it  was  plainly  hinted 
that  any  subsequent  attempt  at  entry  should 
ensure  the  moderator  and  his  establishment  a 
month's  residence  on  the  treadmiU,  and  not  cost 
any  of  them  a  sixpence. 

Matters  now  looked  gloomy ;  and,  as  evening 
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was  falling  fast.  Hogg  made  a  stop  at  Gresham's. 
This  essay  was  also  unsuccessful ;  but  Robin 
was  neither  threatened  with  the  treadmill,  nor 
did  the  porter  call  for  the  police.  A  group  of 
young  gentlemen  were  standing  on  the  broad 
step,  and  one  entering  freely  into  conversation 
with  the  minister  of  Cockle  Hill,  learned  the 
purport  of  his  visit. 

"  And  so  you  are  one  of  the  deputation  with 
an  address  ?"  he  inquired.  "  Pray,  is  that 
good-looking  lady  and  yonder  gentleman  of  the 
same  party  ?" 

Mrs.  Hogg  blushed  like  a  peony. 

"  That  woman,"  replied  Hogg,  "  is  my  wife  ;" 
and  he  added  her  maiden  name  for  the  stranger's 
satisfaction ;  "  and  the  boy*  is  my  servant 
John." 

"  Nothing,  sir,  could  be  more  fortunate  than 
my  accidental  discovery  who  you  are.  You  will 
please  to  remark  yonder  house,"  and  he  pointed 
to  Bilton's.  "  That  house  is  set  apart  for  mem- 
bers of  the  deputations.  The  front  drawing- 
room  with  a  bed-chamber  behind  it  are  for- 
tunately disengaged ;  and  if  the  noise  in  the 
streets  would  not  discommode  the  lady,  she  will 

*  In  Ireland  synonymous  with  servant. 

Q  3 
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have  the  best  windows  in  DubUn  from  which  to 
view  the  king's  entree  to-morrow." 

"Bless  your  heart!"  responded  Mrs.  Hogg 
from  the  car,  "  once  my  head's  down,  the  world 
is  no  trouble  to  me." 

"And  as  to  me,"  rejoined  the  astronomer, 
"provided  the  charges  are  moderate,  I  don't 
mind  noise  a  brass  button." 

"  Why,"  said  the  stranger,  "  at  these  times 
lodgings  are  of  course  high.  For  your  apart- 
ments, fire  and  lights  included,  they  will  expect 
probably  three-and-sixpence  a  day." 

"  Never  cobble,  Robin  dear,"  interposed  the 
lady  from  the  car. 

"  We  have  our  own  provisions  with  us,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Hoo-iT. 

"  And  all  we  would  want  would  be  a  saucepan 
of  potatoes,"  rejoined  the  lady. 

"Your  foresight  has  been  truly  fortunate," 
continued  the  stranger.  "  Coals  are  not  to  be 
had  at  any  price,  and  the  cooks  have  entered 
into  a  combination :  but  you,  madam,  are  inde- 
pendent of  cooks  and  coals.  When  you  arrive 
at  the  door,"  continued  this  kind  adviser,  "you 
wtII  find  it  crowded  with  idlers  :  answer  no 
questions,  but  remove  your  luggage  into  the 
hall ;  and  if  the  lady  would  just  run  up-stairs 
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and  secure  the  apartments  at  once    it  would  be 
all  the  better." 

Th"ey  separated ;  and  when  the  astronomer 
rolled  off  with  his  household,  the  party  on  Gres- 
ham's  step  burst  out  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  and 
though  dinner  was  announced  as  ready,  they 
strolled  down  the  street  to  witness  the  result 
of  Hogg's  attempt  on  Bilton's. 

It  was  promptly  made,  and  soon  over.  To 
reach  the  scene  of  action  required  but  the  cross- 
ing of  the  street;  and  in  their  transit  he  of 
Cockle  Hill  congratulated  his  helpmate  on  their 
good  fortune, — who,  in  retiun,  blessed  God 
that  "  if  the  lodgings  were  dear,  the  situation 
was  excellent,  and  they  should  have  at  least 
'  gape-seed'  for  their  money." 

The  hotel  was  full  from  the  slates  to  the  cellar, 
the  street  before  the  door  crowded  with  porters, 
and  the  outer  hall  filled  with  grooms  and  livery- 
servants.  Never  did  honest  Robin  gaze  more 
rapturously  on  a  newly-discovered  star  than  on 
the  name  of  Bilton,  as  he  read  it  emblazoned 
above  the  porch  ;  while  his  lady  pointed  out  the 
front  drawing-room  to  the  attendant,  and 
intimated  that  she  should  occupy  the  centre 
window   on   the    morrow,  and  thence   witness. 
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"  proclaimed  by  trump  and  drum,"  the  advent 
of  the  British  king. 

The  car  stopped;  none  of  the  porter  tribe 
deigned  to  notice  it.  Hogg  seized  on  an  old 
hair  trunk,  now  nearly  bald  from  age  and  hard 
usage,  in  which  the  personal  effects  of  the  trium- 
virate (as  an  Irishman  would  term  it)  were  com- 
bined. John  shoiddered  the  hamper ;  v/hile 
madame,  not  oblivious  of  the  gentle  stranger's 
admonition,  dashed  stoutly  past  groom  and 
lackey,  and,  like  a  leader  to  a  breach,  boldly 
ascended  the  staircase.  None  opposed ;  for 
none  dreamed  that  a  forcible  possession  was  in 
progress.  Alas !  like  the  field  of  Waterloo,  a 
momentary  success  in  the  opening  operations 
only  rendered  the  ultimate  discomfiture  the  more 
signal ! 

It  may  be  here  proper  to  observe,  that  Mrs. 
Hogg  was  two  feet  taller  than  the  height  which 
it  has  pleased  Canova  to  assign  to  his  celebrated 
Venus  ;  neither  did  she  boast  the  roundness  of 
formation  with  which  poets  usually  depict  the 
favourite  cupbearer  of  the  thunderer.  She  was 
a  thrifty  housewife;  she  travelled  as  prudent 
travellers  should ;  and  her  best  garments  w^ere 
consequently  deposited  in  the  hairy  trunk,  and 
in  the  safe  custody  of  the  astronomer.     "  Any- 
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thing  she  said,"  "  was  good  enough  for  the 
road  ;"  and  hence  her  costume  was  neither  in 
cut  nor  colour  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
latest  of  Ackermann's  designs.  Flushed  with 
the  exercise  of  the  day,  and  conscious  that  to 
her  had  been  intrusted  the  most  decisive  part  of 
the  combined  movements,  there  was  a  lofty 
character  in  bearing  and  countenance  that  might 
either  indicate  heroism  or  insanity.  Alas  ! — as 
the  result  will  prove,  the  latter  construction  was 
unhappily  bestowed  upon  it. 

Safely  and  unchallenged  she  reached  the 
landing-place,  and  the  door  of  the  "  great  cham- 
ber" was  before  her.  Voices  were  heard  within, 
and  of  course  the  room  was  occupied.  But  a 
moment's  consideration  persuaded  Mrs.  Hogg  that 
these  revellers  were  but  transitory  guests — way- 
farers indulging  in  a  hurried  lunch,  and  she 
determined  to  notify  her  arrival  to  them  in  per- 
son, and  intimate  to  these  "interlopers"  that 
"  the  real  Simon  Pure"  was  below. 

Now  it  unfortunately  happened  that  the 
families  of  C and  H had  located  them- 
selves in  that  suite  of  apartments  which  Bilton's 
first-floor  embraced,  and  at  this  moment  some 
dozen  of  "  the  noblest  of  the  land  "  occupied  the 
identical  drawing-room  which  Mrs.  Hogg  had 
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selected  for  her  especial  accommodation.  Dinner 
was  over ;  the  dessert  upon  the  table ;  the  ser- 
vants withdrawn ;  and,  thus  favoured  by  acci- 
dental circumstances,  the  lady  of  Cockle  Hill 
found  herself  in  undisputed  possession  of  the 
outworks,  —  namely,  the  landing-place.  The 
noble  earl  and  his  "  fair  companie  "  had  drunk 
an  enthusiastic  welcome  to  the  Majesty  of  Eng- 
land; but,  scarce  had  they  drained  their 
"draughts  of  Rhenish  down,"  when  the  door 
opened,  and  in  stepped  Mrs.  Hogg, — not,  as 
they  say  in  Connaught,  with  a  "  God  save  all 
here !"  but  a  countenance  on  which  a  "  notice 
to  quit  "  seemed  luminously  impressed  ! 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  all  parties,  and 
the  present  possessors  and  new  claimant  appeared 
equally  surprised.  The  astronomer's  lady  was 
astounded  on  discovering  the  splendid  circle  into 
which  she  had  ushered  herself  without  the  form 
of  an  introduction;  while,  considering  her  a 
maniac  who,  in  the  hurry  of  the  royal  visit,  had 
eluded  her  keepers  and  escaped  from  an  asylum, 
the  ladies  testified  their  dismay  by  a  wild  scream, 
and  the  gentlemen  with  "turn  her  outs  !"  The 
bell  rang  its  "  loud  alarum,"  and,  attracted  by 
the  uproar,  a  score  of  menials  rushed  to  tlie 
rescue  of  their  lords.     Hurried  as  her  advance 
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had  been,  the  descent  of  the  moderator's  helpmate 
was  infinitely  more  rapid  ;  and  when  she  reached 
the  hall,  she  had  the  satisfaction  of  witnessing 
the  honest  astronomer  ejected  from  the  door  with 
an  increased  velocity  from  a  momentum  admi- 
nistered by  a  lacquey's  foot ;  the  hairy  trunk  and 
basket  bundled  after  him ;  John  in  the  custody 
of  the  police,  and  already  some  steps  "  en  route  " 
to  the  house  of  correction  ;  a  tattered  mob  hal- 
looing below  ;  and,  bitterer  stiU,  a  titled  one 
enjoying  this  desperate  discomfiture — and  from 
the  very  windows  which,  five  minutes  since,  in 
the  pride  of  her  heart,  she  "  had  fondly  called 
her  own." 

But  the  darkest  hour  of  his  evil  planet  was 
over,  and  a  deliverer  at  hand.  A  passing  Sa- 
maritan fancied  that  he  recognised  the  philosopher, 
as,  with  the  velocity  of  a  shooting-star,  he  crossed 
the  footway.  He  looked  again ;  the  face  was 
Robin's,  and — confirmation  strong — the  silver 
buckles  were  identified.  To  rescue  John  from 
durance,  replace  trunk  and  hamper,  remount 
Mrs.  Hogg,  and  extricate  the  persecuted  group 
from  "  the  common  cry  of  curs,"  was  speedily 
efl'ected.  Once  more  the  astronomer's  vehicle 
vras  in  motion.  "  The  world  was  all  before  them 
where  to  choose;"  and,  after  "  an  awful  trial," — 
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as  Robin  called  it, — they  obtained  a  back  cham- 
ber "  two  pair  up  "  in  Pill-lane,  and  "  rested 
from  their  labours." 

The  year  in  which  Hogg  was  moderator  turned 
out  a  season  of  no  common  importance.  The 
address  to  the  royal  visitor  was  succeeded  by  a 
general  convocation  of  the  clerg).  Heterodoxy 
had  been  creeping  into  the  church,  and  at  a 
meeting  of  the  synod  both  its  causes  and  cure 
were  to  be  considered  by  that  reverend  body. 
Robin  had  two  infirmities  that  w^ere  incurable, — 
drowsiness,  and  a  dread  of  thunder.  It  happened, 
on  the  eventful  day  when  Arianism  was  imputed 
and  denied,  that  one  of  the  most  gifted  of  the 
ministry  was  addressing  the  crowded  meeting. 
All  listened  in  deep  attention  except  the  worthy 
moderator,  who  sate  in  the  pulpit  rocking  himself 
to  and  fro,  and  pronouncing  with  a  monotonous 
cadence,  "  Order  !  order  !"  Annoyed  at  an  in- 
terruption so  ill-timed  and  unnecessary,  the  orator 
stopped  suddenly,  and  requested  to  knoAv  who  it 
was  whom  the  moderator  thought  disorderly. 
"  Hoot,  man  !"  responded  Hogg,  "  nobody's  dis- 
orderly at  all;  but  if  you  don't  let  me  say 
*  Order  !  order  !'  I'll  surely  fall  asleep." 

The  business  proceeded ;  but  Robin  was  not 
destined  to  witness  the  termination  of  the  dis- 
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cussiou.  A  dark  cloncl  collected,  and  the 
astronomer  evinced  systems  of  uneasiness.  Pre- 
sently a  flash  of  hghtning  crossed  the  windows, 
succeeded  by  a  peal  of  thunder.  Up  sprang  the 
moderator,  and,  bounding  down  the  pulpit  steps, 
malgre  all  attempts  to  arrest  his  flight,  he  fled 
from  the  assembly,  and  ran  at  speed  to  the  inn. 
To  proceed  without  the  controlling  member  of 
the  synod  was  irregular,  and  two  or  three  of  the 
ministers  and  elders  were  despatched  to  bring 
back  the  refugee.  They  discovered  him  en- 
sconced in  the  cellar;  but  no  inducement  or 
remonstrance  could  coax  him  from  his  den. 

"  What !"  said  one  of  the  deputation,  "  would 
you  desert  the  pulpit,  Brother  Hogg,  while  the 
great  Arian  question  is  debated  ?" 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Brother  Gowdy,"  replied  the 
astronomer  from  behind  a  beer-cask,  "  if  Arius 
were  on  one  side,  and  Arminius  on  the  other,  I 
won't  quit  this  cellar  till  the  thunder  is  over!" 

In  Robin's  death  a  curious  coincidence  might 
be  traced  to  vvhat  he  termed  "  his  earliest  mis- 
fortune." The  demohtion  of  Miss  M'Cullagh's 
goose  produced  an  eviction  from  her  mansion ; 
and,  indubitably,  the  same  unlucky  bird  short- 
ened his  mortal  span.  He  was  recovering  slowly 
from  severe  indisposition  when  an  unlucky  cook 
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tempted  him  to  eat  stewed  giblets  at  his  supper ! 
These  an  ostrich  might  have  digested  ;  but  they 
proved  too  much  for  an  astronomer,  and  honest 
Robin  died  a  martyr  to  geese  gizzards  and 
dyspepsia. 

He  lies  in  Cockle  Hill ;  the  same  slab  covers 
himself,  his  helpmate,  and  his  man  John ;  and 
the  grave,  "  that  leveller  of  rank,"  did  not  separate 
a  worthy  triad,  who  wended  life's  journey  in 
company,  and,  like  contented  travellers,  wisely 
took  the  rough  and  smooth  just  as  Heaven  sent 
them. 
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FAMILIAR  EPISTLES  FROM  AN  ELDERLY 
GENTLEMAN  ON  HALF-PAY. 


Hotel,  Ramsgate,  August,  1812. 

My  dear  Jack, 

I  have  the  pleasure  of  announcing  a  safe 
arrival, — to  which  annex  the  location  of  my 
person  and  eflPects,  {vide  date  above,) — add  there- 
unto an  exquisite  swim,  with  a  walk  across  the 
sands,  and  so  ends  the  morning's  history. 

Take  it  "  for  all  in  all,"  this  place  is  tolerable, 
albeit  the  majority  of  its  migratory  population 
appertain  to  that  extensive  order  of  humanity, 
intituled— wo^  by  Cuvier — "tag-rag-and-bobtail." 

To  a  man  curious  in  the  varieties  of  his  own 
species,  I  would  recommend  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  pier  of  Ramsgate. 

"  The  noblest  study  of  mankind  is  iiiau," 

says  somebody,  who,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  can't 
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remember.  If  you  agree  with  him,  come  here — 
and  the  most  extensive  curiosity  will  be  gratified. 
Here  you  will  find  an  assorted  pattern  of  the 
human  race.  Occasionally  you  may  encounter 
gentlenien,  of  course,  "  few  and  far  between ;" 
but  the  prevailing  professionals  are  militaires, 
from  Bevis  Marks,  who  correctly  understand  that 
the  muzzle  of  a  musket  is  not  the  end  generally 
applied  to  the  shoulder.  Sailors,  of  the  T.  P. 
Cook-school,  who  consider  that  seamanship 
consists  in  ejaculating  "  shiver  my  timbers  !" 
and  hitching  the  w^aistband  of  their  unmention- 
ables with  a  hand  that  never  grasped  any  sub- 
stance tougher  than  stiffened  gingham.  You 
wall  elbow  "  genteel  youths,"  that  being  the  adver- 
tising appellative  for  mercers'  apprentices,  all  and 
every  provided  "  for  the  nonce  "  with  a  cutting 
whip,  but  who,  diu^ing  natural  life,  have  been  inno- 
cent of  oppressing  the  back  of  that  "  friend  of 
man,"  the  horse.  I  did  remark  one  adventurous 
emigrant  from  Ludgate  Hill  actually  astride 
{mem. — the  quadruped  let  by  the  hour  at  one 
shilling  and  sixpence,  and  nothing  extra  for  a" 
somerset,)  but  he  was  "no  common  boy;"  and, 
to  judge  by  the  elegance  of  his  seat,  and  the 
peculiar  method  in  which  he  held  the  bridle, 
I    should   infer   that    he    had    enjoyed  the   ad- 
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vantages  of  an  equestrian  education,  and  received 
instructions  in  the  riding-school  of  the  Horse 
Marines.  Add  to  these,  stout  personages  from 
the  Stock  Exchange,  and  modest  Israelites  from 
Houndsditch, — portly  landladies  and  thin  spin- 
sters— one  screaniing,  "  M'riar,  do  you  see  the 
steamer  ?"  responded  to  by  "  Sophiar,  do  ye 
think  I'm  blind?"  Finally,  complete  the  com- 
pany, ad  libitum,  with  publicans  and  sinners, 
Jews  and  Gentiles,  and  voila  the  pier  of  Rams- 
gate  ! 

Much  as  tliey  may  differ  in  external  appear- 
ance, on  one  point  the  denizens  of  Uamsgate 
seem  unanimous  :  all  are  in  pursuit  of  pleasure, 
and  each  seeking  it  after  his  peculiar  taste, 
from  "  the  old  man  kissing  the  maid,  to  the 
vouno-  one  reading  the  Bible." 

I  ]3romised  to  chronicle  my  adventures,  and 
therefore  I  sliall  "begin  with  the  beginning." 
The  transit  from  London  Bridge  to  Ramsgate 
Pier,  you  are  aware,  is  proverbially  hazardous; 
and  the  daring  man  who  first  ventured  on  the 
deep,  and  whose  courage  is  immortahzed  by  old 
Flaccus,  was  no  more  comparable  to  the  des- 
perado who  voyageth  now-a-days  from  the  Isle 
of  Dogs  even  to  the  South  Foreland,  than  a 
churchwarden  to  a  colonel  of  cuirassiers. 
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Until  we  passed  Gravesend,  the  voyage  threat- 
ened to  be  prosperous.  Men  began  to  speak 
with,  confidence  of  speedy  reunions  with  their 
wives ;  and  even  lovely  woman  conquered  her 
timidity,  and  spoke  with  buoyant  hope  of  seeing 
sisters  from  whom  they  had  been  separated  for 
a  fortnight.  The  Countess  (I  forget  the  heraldic 
addition)  with  "  her  peopled  decks,"  progressed 
gallantly  towards  her  destination — Ladies  smiled 
— gents,  (a  cockney  diminutive  meaning  gentle- 
men) blew  their  cloud  in  peace — the  band  played 
"  Rory  O'More  " — the  steward  intimated  that 
"  hot  potatoes  were  ready," — "  and  all  went 
merry  as  a  marriage-bell."  Indeed,  danger  was 
apparently  at  an  end  ;  we  were  absolutely  under 
the  especial  patronage  of  the  genii  of  the  Thames  ; 
and  it  seemed  almost  certain  that  no  opportunity 
would  be  aflPorded  the  most  tuneful  passenger, 
from  personal  experience,  to  "  sing  the  dangers 
of  the  seas."  But  to  the  gods,  or  rather  to  the 
skipper,  aliter  visum. 

On  our  larboard  bow  was  seen  a  hovelling 
boat,  and  on  our  starboard  a  heavy  barque — 
and  in  avoiding  Scylla,  the  hoy,  we  popped 
into  the  three-masted  Charybdis.  The  com- 
mander looked  anxiously  from  the  paddle-box, 
— a  waive  of  his  hand   was   answered  by   the 
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exclamation  of  "  Hard  a-port !"  The  Countess 
gave  "  a  broad  yaw,"  and  went  slick  into  the 
quaiter  of  the  Daniel  O'Connell !  the  said  Daniel 
standing  A.  1.  twelve  years  at  Lloyd's,  and 
outward  bound,  Avith  a  general  cargo. 

It  was  indubitably  an  unlady-like  proceeding 
on  the  part  of  the  Countess  to  run  foul  of  the 
Liberator.  Had  the  lawyer  run  foul  of  the 
lady,  why,  there  would  have  been  no  novelty 
in  that. 

Loud  and  startling  was  the  outcry  that  arose. 
Ladies  fainted,  or  attempted  to  faint, — lap-dogs 
barked, — and  two  gentlemen  of  unquestioned 
bravery,  one  a  sergeant  in  the  Surrey  Yeomanry, 
the  other  a  distinguished  private  in  the  City 
Light  Horse,  actually  changed  colour,  looking 
exceedingly  like  the  great  Napoleon,  when  on 
the  night  of  Waterloo  he  pleasantly  remarked, 
"  A  present  cest  fini !"  Even  the  youngest  on 
board  were  not  insensible  to  coming  events ; 
but  inquiries  were  frequent  of,  "  Pa,  shall  we 
certainly  be  drowned?" — to  which  it  was  in- 
variably responded  that  "  The  Lord  alone  could 
deliver  us."  This,  however,  was  but  "  a  popular 
delusion."  Divers  men,  with  long  poles,  who 
swore  as  they  formerly  swore  in  Flanders,  shoved 
us    clear,    and    neither   vessel    fortunately  went 
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down,  although  the  poor  Countess  was  severely 
daniag-ed  either  in  her  cat-head  or  her  cut-water, 
I  forget  which.  As  to  the  Liberator,  he  appeared 
not  to  mind  the  concussion  a  brass-button. 
Indeed,  it  was  afterwards  insinuated  that  his 
quarters  had  been  so  frequently  invaded,  that, 
like  a  skiiuied  eel,  he  was  accustomed  to  the 
operation,  and  impassable  to  the  coarsest  rub. 

When  the  terror  incident  on  this  calamity  had 
sufficiently  abated  to  allow  injury  received  to  be 
ascertained,  it  was  officially  reported  that  the 
killed  were  0,  and  the  wounded  innumerable. 
Among  the  latter  was  a  })oodle,  who  had  lost  a  toe, 
with  divers  elderly  gentlewomen,  some  of  whom 
had  their  head- gear  carried  away  in  the  melee, 
and  one,  the  severest  sufferer, — the  amiable  relic 
of  a  drysalter,  (city  residence,  Fish  Street  Hill,) 
unhappily  received  a  compound  fracture  in  her 
brandy-bottle.  Of  course,  personal  escapes  were 
marvellous.  A  lady — net  weight  thirteen  stone 
six  pounds,  by  any  machine  in  the  arcades, — 
was  suddenly  projected  from  a  camp-stool  into 
the  lap  of  an  elderly  gentleman,  seated  in  a 
merlin-chair,  and  who,  from  gout  and  respect- 
ability, might  have  probably  been  a  common- 
councilman  at  least.  A  narrower  escape,  how- 
ever, occurred  in  the  cabin, — a  gent,  not  of  the 
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silver-fork  school,  who  was  feedmg  himself  with 
a  knife — "ut  mos  est"  on  board  a  Ramsgate 
packet — had  the  point  of  this  lethal  implement 
directed  by  the  concussion  at  the  throat,  and, 
but  for  the  providential  intervention  of  a  double 
cravat,  the  carotid  would  have  been  divided,  and 
suicide  committed  on  the  spot. 

When  people  had  gradually  recovered  from 
their  alarm,  a  delicate  inquiry  into  the  causes  of 
the  accident  took  place,  which  ended  in  the 
general  reprobation  of  the  commander.  The 
opinion  of  the  company  was  unanimous.  If 
Daniel  O'Connell  had  evinced  any  intention  of 
taking  liberties  with  the  peeress,  it  was  the  duty 
of  the  said  captain  to  have  kept  the  Countess  out 
of  harm's  way.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  said 
Daniel  was  (however  unlikely)  steering  a  quiet 
course,  what  business  had  the  Countess  to  run 
into  him  ?  At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  the 
investigation  was  interrupted ;  the  steam  blew 
off ;  the  wheels  ceased  their  revolutions ;  every 
face  turned  pale  j  a  great  catastrophe  was  at 
hand ;  but  no — it  was  a  false  alarm  after  all,  for 
a  voice  shouted  from  the  gangway,  "  Is  there 
any  one  for  Broadstairs  ?" 

I  never  met  people  so  perfectly  disencumbered 
of  that  aristocratical  formality  which  you  meet 
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elsewhere,  as  those  whom  you  encounter  on  the 
pier  and  parade  of  this  delightful  watering-place. 
For  one  shilling  you  are  made  free  of  the  Pavilion 
on  the  sands  ;  and  a  solitary  twist  at  the  wheel 
of  Fortune  ensures  you  a  favourable  reception  at 
the  Marine  Library  and  its  fashionable  pro- 
menade. Indeed,  the  stupid  form  of  introduc- 
tion is  generally  dispensed  with;  and  on  the 
cliffs,  a  lady,  at  first  sight,  and  with  an  ardour 
that  shows  she  has  the  deepest  interest  in  your 
ultimate  prosperity,  will  ask  "  if  you  are  a  mar- 
ried man,"  expressing  "  a  hope  you  enjoyed  your 
dinner."  Coming  down,  I  was  fortunate  in 
making  the  acquaintance  of  a  tall  lady,  rich  in 
the  possession  of  seven  babes  and  two  servants, 
one  of  the  latter  black  as  a  boot.  In  our  assault 
upon  Daniel  O'Connell  her  nervous  sensibilities 
had  been  excited ;  and,  having  assisted  her  be- 
low, over  a  glass  of  white  eau  de  vie,  "  cold, 
without,"  we  swore  an  eternal  friendship,  which 
we  ratified  next  day  by  a  walk  upon  the  sands. 
Now, may  I  be  married — "  need  I  say  more?" — 
if  I  know  her  name,  and  she  calls  me  "  INIister 
Thingumey  !" 

I  wish  to  heaven  the  fair-sex  presently  abiding 
here  were  like  that  exemplary  tall  gentlewoman, 
who  carries  a  flask  of  Spadaccini's  "  best"  in  her 
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work-basket.  There's  an  estimable  honesty  of 
purpose  about  her  that  I  venerate.  Danger  is 
lurking  in  another  quarter.  What  think  you  of 
a  stout  spinster,  five  foot  ten,  if  she's  an  inch, 
born  about  the  commencement  of  the  present 
century,  with  red  ringlets,  an  assured  look,  who 
haunts  me  like  my  very  shadow,  with  Lalla 
Rookh  in  her  hand,  and  the  thermometer  in  the 
shade  at  92*^ !  If  her  designs  are  matrimonial, 
I'm  off,  and  "  that's  flat,"  as  Jack  Falstaff  says. 
I  overheard  a  girl  with  a  lisp  whisper  her  com- 
panion, that  "the  Dame  Rouge  wanted  a  hus- 
band." A  husband  !  who  the  devil  would  venture 
on  that  mass  of  "too,  too  solid  flesh?"  A  lady 
of  that  order  which  they  call  in  Connemara  "  a 
rattle;" — one  who  asks  you  to  marry  at  first 
sight,  and  horsewhips  you  if  you  refuse.  Marry 
her !  why,  nobody  would  mate  her  but  a  Kentucky 
man,  who  is  generally  admitted  to  be  created  in 
equal  moieties  from  a  red  Indian  and  an  alligator. 
I  observed,  passim,  that  the  libraries  and 
bazaars  form  the  great  re-unions  of  fashionable 
society,  combining  the  seductive  influences  of 
"  sight  and  sound."  Here,  beauty's  smiles  be- 
come actually  celestialized  when  assisted  by 
music's  charms,  and  even  for  a  gentleman  cut 
out  for  "treasons,  stratagems," — I  can't  finish 
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the  quotation,  and  for  the  best  reason,  because  I 
cannot  recollect  it, — even  he — meaning  the  gen- 
tleman "  who  has  got  no  music  in  his  soul" — may 
delight  himself  with  the  rattle  of  the  gaming- 
table. The  adventurous  apprentice  here  "  stands 
the  hazard  of  the  die," — and  lovely  woman,  con- 
querring  her  timidity,  comes  boldly  forward,  and 
sports  her  "  bob  or  tanner."  It  is  true  that  the 
blind  lady  is  at  times  capricious ;  but  to  votaries 
who  have  been  constant  in  their  attentions,  she 
does  at  times  "  come  down  like  a  good  un."  1 
knew  one  elderly  gentleman,  who  for  a  whole 
season  infested  "  The  Marine,"  and  actually 
carried  home,  late  in  October,  a  backgammon 
box,  men  included;  and  another,  who,  after  a 
three  years'  ordeal,  became  the  envied  possessor 
of  a  most  admired  dressing-case.  This  latter 
article  was  "  a  gem"  in  its  generation,  and  showed 
to  what  a  pitch  of  perfection  Birmingham  manu- 
factures have  been  brought.  The  most  dangerous 
implements  were  constructed  on  such  a  safety- 
principle,  that  a  disappointed  housemaid  could 
scarcely  find  even  "  a  bare  bodkin"  sharp  enough, 
wherewith  to  effect  suicide;  and  even  an  heir- 
apparent  might  amuse  himself  to  eternity  with 
the  razors,  "  and  no  mistake." 

In  musical  parlance,  the  concerts  are  conducted 
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Oil  "  a  grand  scale ;"  and,  as  George  Robins  says, 
in  describing  the  outfit  of  a  dairy,  "  with  a  muni- 
ficence regardless  of  expense."  Where  both  are 
perfect,  it  would  be  invidious  to  draw  compari- 
sons ;  and  it  is  only  just  to  say,  that  the  orchestral 
and  vocal  departments  are  worthy  of  each  other. 
The  former  comprises  a  harp,  assisted  by  a  piano, 
— compass,  three  octaves  and  a  half, — while  the 
vocalists  are  select  rather  than  numerous.  Per- 
siani's  arias  are  here  warranted  equal  to  the 
original;  and  I  have  been  informed  that  the 
beautiful  duet,  "  When  thy  bosom  heaves  a  sigh," 
was  recently  executed  with  such  thriUing  effect 
as  to  throw  a  nurse  and  child  into  violent  convul- 
sions. Remember,  I  do  not  pledge  myself  for 
the  truth ;  but  this  triumph  of  the  god  of  melody 
is  here  generally  believed  to  be  authentic.  It  was 
my  good  fortune  to  be  present  at  the  first  appear- 
ance of  an  interesting  debutante.  She  wore  a 
cottage-bonnet,  trimmed  with  pink,  and  recol- 
lected the  words  of  the  ballad  correctly.  Indeed, 
an  Irish  gentleman  shrewdly  remarked,  "  that  in 
the  musical  world  she  would  create  a  sensation — 
she  had  evidently  a  command  of  voice,  and  could 
stop  whenever  she  pleased." 

In  trade  and  commerce,  Ramsgate  exercises  a 
considerable  influence  on  the  mercantile  relations 
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of  Great  Britain.  The  imports  comprise  cock- 
neys, carpet-bags,  soda-water,  India  ale,  merlin 
chairs,  and  stouts  of  every  variety,  even  from 
"  Guiness's  extra "  to  "  Whitbread's  treble 
X  j"  and  it  is  said  that  an  enterprising  indivi- 
dual has  lately  speculated  in  a  cargo  of  coals. 
The  exports  are  principally  confined  to  articles 
virtu — shell-houses,  fancy  pincushions,  rare  fos- 
sils collected  off  the  beach,  and  exquisite  speci- 
mens of  British  porcelain,  fabricated  in  the  sim- 
ple form  of  an  antique  mug,  with  a  beautiful 
emblazonry  in  dead  gold  of  "  A  present  from 
Ramsgate,"  and  the  letters  so  perfect,  that  an 
educated  child  of  ten-  years  old  may  read  the 
device  after  spelling  it  for  five  minutes. 


I  walked  this  evening  on  the  western  cliff,  and 
witnessed  the  Goodwin  lights 

"  Start  into  light,  and  (probably  F)  make  the  lighter  start." 

The  promenade  was  crowded,  and  the  music 
of  a  brass  band  harmonized  with  the  scene  and 
hour.  I  fear  that  I  have  taken  liberties  with  the 
word  "  harmonize," — the  trombone  being  unfor- 
tunately  asthmatic,    and    the    horns    anything 
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but  in  tune.  Indeed,  the  inefficiency  of  the 
latter  was  a  matter  for  regret,  as  there  is  no 
place,  I  am  informed,  where  they  might  have 
been  more  easily  replaced. 

The  tone  of  society  here  is  decidedly  social. 
Men  inquire  "  how  you  have  enjoyed  your  break- 
fast?" and  ladies  fearlessly  confess  themselves 
matrimonially  inclined.  The  number  of  chil- 
dren is  alarming,  and  husbands  are  consequent- 
ly "in  demand." 

I'm  off! — off  at  a  moment's  warning.  Pier, 
promenade,  and  library — I  bid  you  a  hurried, 
but  a  long  adieu.  The  red  gentlewoman  is  "  not 
to  be  denied" — and  nothing  but  flight  can  save 
me.  I  thought  that  in  the  crowd  I  should  find 
security,  and,  lauded  be  the  gods  !  I  am  safe 
from  abduction,  being  seventeen  stone  four 
pounds,  dead  weight.  But  "  what  will  not 
woman  when  she  loves?"  which,  being  trans- 
lated, meaneth  when  she's  determined  to  commit 
matrimony.  This  morning  whilst  bathing  the 
red  lady  rolled  her  machine  alongside  mine,  and 
from  a  side  port-hole,  asked  me  if  "  I  felt  the 
water  pleasant  ?"  To  "  coming  events"  am  I  to 
be  wilfully  blind  ?  If  I  do,  I'll  be  d— d— or 
rather,  far  worse,  be  married.  I  have  ordered  a 
fly  to  the  back-door  of  the  hotel,  and  will  levant 
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incontinently.  And  now,  Dame  Rouge  I  you 
may  try  your  band  at  greener  game — but,  as 
Uncle  Jonatban  says,  "Don't  calculate"  on 
"  turning  tbe  flank  of  an  old  Peninsular  !" 


THE    END, 


LONDON : 

Printed  bv  A.  Schulze,  13,  Poland  Street. 
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